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Your selection will be submitted to you—or your 
loved one—subject to the COMPLETE SATISFAC- 
TION of yourself—or the recipient—under our 


MONEY BACK GUARANTEE. 


AV500C—Tops in quality! One of our highest 
priced matched duos! 14K Yellow or White. 
Gold. (Specify choice.) First quality blue 
white center diamond in Engagement Ring 
with 4 individually set fine quality side Dia- 
monds. 5 matched fine Diamonds in Wedding 
Ring. BOTH rings $295.00 Cash — OR — 
$100.00 Now—$39.00 Monthly. 
AV500—Engagement Ring only of above set 
$215.00 Cash—OR—$75.00° Now—$28.00 
Monthly. 

AV500A—Wedding Ring only of above set 
$81.00 Cash — OR— $27.00 Now— $10.80 
Monthly. 


Wherever you're serving, you can buy quality dia- 
monds from POST with absolute assurance of receiving 
the utmost in Quality—Value and Style, at whatever 
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Lucky "Siamese Twin" 


2 DIAMONDS—SIM. RUBY 
AV586—Sure, you've seen ‘snake’ 
rings before! They've been good luck 
talisman for ages. But never а Snake- 
Ring like this! Never have more ex- 
cellence of design, carving, workman- 
ship and distinction been packed into 
one ring. 14K Solid Yellow Gold set 
with TWO fiery genuine Diamonds 
and a specially cut Ruby. It's a ring 
you'll wear a lifetime with pridel 
$59.50 Cash — OR— $24.50 Now— 
$7.00 Monthly. 


AV501C — Smart new 14K Yellow 
or White Gold Bridal Set. (Specify 
choice.) Fine quality genuine Dia- 


AV506 — Very attractive 
Engagement Ring of 14K 
Yellow Gold with four 
matched side Diamonds 
and a fiery brilliant cen- 


ter Diamond. $50.00 
Cash—OR—$20.00 Now 


—$6.00 Monthly 


AV518—''Gypsy King." A 
massive ring of 14K Yellow 
Gold sef with 3 sparkling 
brilliant fine quality gen- 
vine Diamonds. А knock- 
out in : appearance and 
value tool $163.50 Cash 
— OR — $55.00 Now — 
$21.70 Monthly. 
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Yost Jewelers 
i Dept. N4-55 ` 
Ext. Brooklyn (1) N.Y. 


"Where Every Promise Is Kept'' 


AV511 — 14K Yellow or 
White Gold Engagement 
Ring (specify choice) with 
raised rosette sides. Fine 
quality genuino Diamond 
—$109.00 Cash — OR— 
$39.00 Now — $14.00 
Monthly. 


Prices Include Federal Tax 


AV516—"'Lucky Trey." А 
massive 14K Yellow Gold 
gent's ring set with 2 
blood red simulated Rubies 
and a fine guality genuine 
Diamond. $120.00 Cash— 
OR—$40.00 Now, 516.00 
Monthly. 
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mond in Engagement Ring; Wed- 
ding Ring set with one fine Diamond 
. . . Both $140.00 Cash — OR— 
$50.00 Now—$18.00 Monthly. 

AV501—Engagement Ring only of 
above set, $120.00 Cash — OR— 
$40.00 Now—$16.00 Monthly. 

AV501A — Wedding Ring only of 


TO ORDER:—Simply give ring number—color gold de- 
sired—and finger size (see lower fight). Enclose 
purchase price OR—if you wish to use our DEFERRED 
PAYMENT PLAN—enclose stated deposit and promise 
to pay balance as stated under ring. That's alll 
We will gladly deliver your selection anywhere 
in the U.S., enclosing any greeting you direct and 
guarantee safe delivery and complete satisfaction. 


Monthly. 


AV527C—Exquisite new: design in 14K Yel- 
low or White Gold. (Specify choice.) Engage- 
ment Ring set with fine quality center Dia- 
mond and 2 side diamonds; one fine Diamond 
in matched Wedding Ring. $185.00 Cash— 
OR—$85.00 Now—$20.00 Monthly. 

AV527—Engagement Ring only of above set, 
$160.00 Cash—OR—$60.00 Мом--520.00 


AV527A—Wedding Rina only of above set, 
$25.00 Cash — OR — $10.00 Now — $5.00 


Monthly. 


AV 507 — 14K Yellow ог 
White Gold Engagement 
Ring (specify choice) with 
richly engraved sides. 
Specially selected fine 
quality Diamond. $141 
Cash—OR—$47.00 Now 
—$18.80 Monthly. 


AV509—Smartly tailored 
Engagement Ring of 14K 
Yellow or White Gold. 
(Specify choice.) Fine 
quality, fiery brilliant 
blue white Diamond. — 
$200.00 Cash — OR — 


$70.00 Now — $26.00 
Monthly. 


STYLE!—VALUE!—QUALITY! 


above set, $21.00 Cash — OR — 
$7.00 Now—$7.00 Monthly. 


AV 545 — Exquisitely dainty 
ladies’ Cocktail Ring of 
two-tone yellow and white 
gold, set ‘with a genuine 
Diamond and 4 synthetic 
blood red Rubies. $60.00 
Cash — OR — $20.00 Now 
—8$8.00 Monthly. 


AV520 — Very distinctive 
Gent's Ring of 14K Yellow 
Gold with hand engraved 
sides. Fine quality fiery 
brilliant Diamond. $109.00 
Cash — OR — $39.00 Now 
—$15.00 Monthly. 


AV519 — Handsome Gent's 
Ring, 14K Yellow Gold 
with hammered effect back- 
ground and polished pan- 
els. Fine quality fiery gen- 
vine Diamond. $136.00 
Cash — OR— 550.00 Now 
—$17.20 Monthly. 


WRITTEN GUARANTEE WITH EVERY DIAMOND 


HOW TO DETERMINE RING SIZE—If ordering for yourself, cut strip of 
paper about 1⁄4 inch wide so ends will touch when paper is drawn snugly around 
ring finger. If ordering ladies' ring and you do not know size, just state ''size 
unknown''—and we'll take care of the rest. 


SEND FOR FREE BOOKLET 


illustrating Diamond Rings, Initial Rings, Ladies' and Gents' Stone Rings, Jewelry, 
Boudoir Sets, Service Novelties and Gifts for all occasions. Let our YOU- 
PICK-IT-WE-SHIP-IT-SERVICE solve all your gift problems. 
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No спгайує power 
is claimed for 


PHILIP MORRIS... 


BUT- 
AN OUNCE 
OF 
PREVENTION 
IS WORTH 
A POUND 
OF CURE! 


PHILIP MORRIS is the ciga- 
rette scientifically proved far less 
irritating to the smoker’s nose 


and throat! 


CALL FOR PHILIP MORRIS 


Americas FINEST Cigarette 


Our Navy 


Naval Views 


AND 


Ommensls 


Overseas Decorations 


In response to our query as to whether the Navy 
would consider adoption of Service Stripes ips 
overseas duty, the Bu. Pers. has replied: 


“Since the area campaign ribbons, with stars for 
designated campaigns and engagements, are pro- 
vided for the identification of personnel who have 
served overseas and in combat, the Department 
does not contemplate authorization of a service 
stripe for overseas duty." 


But do the area campaign ribbons, with stars 
attached, adequately provide identification for most 
of our Navy men? We say no... and we will try 
to prove our point. 


A man enlists or is drafted into the Navy. He 
serves his required time in boot-camp and is trans- 
ferred to Bermuda. 30 days later he is reassigned 
to Greenland and a month later is flown to Alaska. 
After 30 days in Alaska he is discharged . . . or, in 
other words, approximatelv four and a half months 
after joining the Navy 
he retires with three 
area campaign ribbons. 


His buddy likewise 
joined the Navy and 
moved in with the Sea- 
bees on all the various 
islands captured in the 
Pacific. After three years 
of advanced hell, being 
bombed, exposed to snip- 
ers, mosquitoes, etc., he 
is discharged . . . with a 
Pacific area campaign 
ribbon to show for his 
effort, and even devoid of 
a star. 


Of course we realize 
the examples set above 
are rare and problemati- 
eal, but they prove a 
point the present 
area campaign ribbons 
with stars are not even 
a good substitute for 
overseas service stripes. 
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YOU HAVENT DONE 
A THING IN THIS 


The Army saw the need for additional identifi- 
cation for its personnel... despite the presence of 
area campaign ribbons and stars . . . so they not 
only permitted overseas stripes for this war, but 
also permitted the inverted chevrons of the last 
war to be worn on the uniform. 


The Navy, in not permitting overseas stripes for 
this war, likewise has not allowed the previous 
World War stripes to be used. 


When peace finally arrives and most of the men 
in service keep in touch with their outfits through 
veterans’ organizations, there will be no way for 
them to show off their years of foreign service. All 
veterans’ organizations permit the wearing of 
earned ribbons or medals. Few men care to wear 
their medals except on dress parades, but all like 
to wear their ribbons . . . so this is the place for 
crowding on their honors. Perhaps the permanent 
uniform board believes that the sleeves of enlisted 
men are already overcrowded with stripes and 
badges and that overseas 
stripes would ruin the ap- 
MY GOODN 255 реагапсе ої the uniform. 

We might be inclined 
to agree wholeheartedly 
if it were not for the con- 
tinual desires of our read- 
ers for some mark to 
prove their overseas duty. 

To answer both our 
readers' desires and the 
desires of the Depart- 
ment, OUR NAVY would 
like to offer a concrete 
suggestion . . . incorpo- 
rate gold numerals on the 
area campaign ribbon to 
designate the time spent 
in each specific area. The 
numeral would indicate 
the number of six-month 
periods served. 


In the post war world 
the service man would 
still retain his distinctive 
mark for overseas duty. 
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The Gyp | dint 


Navymen May Mourn the Passing of Ship's Service Stores Afloat 


out a sailor and there was a 

stampede for the rail. The men 
scurried about and returned with buckets 
attached to lengths of light line. On came 
the boats carrying supplies and animated, 
cheerful natives. They were not allowed 
aboard, so the sailors bargained from the 
deck and when a deal was made a bucket 
was sent down with the money or article 
of barter, and the native returned his 
wares in it, Later, more of the bumboats 
appeared with fine big sheep, large pigs, 
ducks, potatoes in sacks, bananas and a 


] E comes the bumboats," called 


The soda fountain is easily the most popular spot on the ship, although restricted 
to large vessels. Modern methods make it possible to keep dishing up the gedunks long 
after land. has become just a memory. This one is aboard a light cruiser, back in 1943. 
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By RALPH PICINICH, JR. 


supply of local vegetables. These were 
hoisted aboard and promised a welcome 
change in the ship's mess. 

This was the method by which men 
of the fleet got all supplies until about 
1911. On tropical island ports native bum- 
boats supplied their wants, but usually 
professionals followed our ships in Amer- 
ican ports with Navy-approved articles. 
If the Fleet planned to spend the winter 
at Guantanamo Bay, for example, con- 
cessionaires at the home port would learn 
of it at once and promptly ship tobacco, 
candy, jewelry, clothing, souvenirs, etc., 


to the nearest port. Bumboats would then 
take the articles to the ships for sale. 
As agents of the concessionaires, these 
bumboat operators were often allowed 
aboard and permitted to display their 
wares on deck. As a rule, all sales here 
were for cash. While this method sup- 
plied some of the men's wants beyond 
the necessities issued to them, it was 
haphazard at best. 

The Navy officially established the 
Ship's Store, called canteen, on March 3, 
1909, under the direction of the ship's 
Supply Officer, subject to the super- 
vision of the Bureau of Supplies and Ac- 
counts. À handy spot on the ship was 
allotted the new store and as time went 
on its number of items multiplied to keep 
pace with the current demand. Bumboat- 
ing competed with the new set-up for 
awhile but was finally eliminated. Today 
on rare occasions vegetables and fruits 
are sometimes purchased from bumboats 
and they still present their wares in the 
Asiatics. 


There were four important functions 
on the ship that continued to operate 
independently of the canteen— barbering, 
cobbling, laundering, and tailoring. The 
Commanding Officer appointed men who 
had previous experience in these various 
types of work in civilian life and they 
were entered. on the payroll for plus 
compensation, Their plus amounted to 
from $25 to $75 extra monthly, but these 
repairmen were not in line for promo- 
tion, and frequently a sailor would retire 
on twenty years performing this work 
without being rated. 


In 1930, the establishment of a Ship's 
Service Store under the direction of the 
Skipper of each ship or station, was per- 
mitted, subject to the supervision of the 
Bureau of Navigation. These stores could 
sell any items not sold in ship stores. 
They were also allowed to direct the 
functions, prices, etc. of the ships and 


Our Navy 


crews laundry, barber, cobbler, tailor, 
pressers, and photographer shops. It was 
not long thereafter before occasional soda 
fountains began to appear. Since then 
they have become practically an institu- 
tion on all ships and stations. Profits, like 
those of ship's stores, were turned in to 
the ship's Welfare Fund for the benefit 
of enlisted men. A maximum profit of 
10%, and later 15%, was allowed on 
services and sales of merchandise and, 
when the C. O. saw that current profits 
would exceed that figure, he had the 
authority to reduce prices on any item 
sold. 

With rapid Naval expansion in the 
present conflict, however, Ship's Service, 
began to get out of hand and became 
unwieldy. There was duplication of effort 
with Ship's Stores, indifferent bookkeep- 
ing, an inadequate inventory system, 
some appropriating of items from stock 
by store personnel, and instances of 
diversion of cash surpluses; also, ship's 
service officers were needed exclusively 
for line duty. On October 7, 1944, there- 
fore, an order merging Ship's Service 
Stores afloat with the Supply Corps oper- 
ated Ship's Stores was issued, becoming 
effective December 1, 1944. 

The merger gives every sailor a break 
in immediate dividends in free hair cuts 
and laundry. He pays the tailor and cob- 
bler only for materials used. Also, he 
continues to share in the combined profits 
through the Welfare Fund. In exchange 
for the extra pay for ship's service work, 
personnel employed in the above activi- 
ties now get special Ship's Service Man 
ratings, ranging from Petty Officer 3/c to 
Chief. While these special service work- 
ers get no additional compensation, as 
formerly, they can progressively work, 
as do all other personnel, for a higher 
rating and compensating pay grades, and 
a great deal more money after retire- 
ment. Officially, they are not allowed to 
take tips. It is believed that the new 
arrangement will do away with the petty 
rackets created by personnel paying 
workers bonuses to get preferential serv- 
ice and delivery. 

Ship's Stores afloat and Ship's Service 
Stores ashore are maintained to promote 


the health and comfort of Navy person- 
nel and to give the men an opportunity 
to buy at reasonable prices personal 
articles and necessities not supplied by 
the Government. Also, to provide, from 
the net profits, recreation and amuse- 
ment for the crew. Only mail and mess 
calls mean more to a sailor than his com- 
bination store and club. 

Though he has long ago tabbed the 
Store with the slightly derisive title, 
“Gyp Joint," it is one of those sacrileges 
that rough living men use to cover 
up affection. They know the Gyp Joint is 
anything but that. 

The present 15% of profits allowed are 
the particular property of the ship or 
station in which they have been realized, 
with the exception of 3% to 5% which 
goes to a central fund. This central fund 
is used in various ways: for surveys of 
proposed new installations or of damaged 
or destroyed merchandise by enemy 
action, and for the replacement of equip- 
ment and stock that has been ruined, 
stolen, or lost. The balance of the money 
is shared by enlisted personnel for ath- 
letic equipment, for occasional free ciga- 
rettes, cigars, ice cream, for parties and 
dances when the ship is in port, maga- 
zine and newspaper subscriptions, radios 
and many other items to make the sailor's 
life more enjoyable. Even station wagons 
have been purchased to facilitate the 
ship's business ashore. Store earnings, 
except for shore installations, where only 
enlisted men benefit, are spent for both 
the enlisted men and the officers, in 
equal proportion to the number in the 
Naval unit. The amounts accumulated 
are staggering since there is no overhead 
in connection with the operation of the 
stores—such as light, heat, payroll, wash- 
ing and cleaning supplies, tools and other 
equipment, 

Shortly after Pearl Harbor, the Navy 
decided that in this war it would do a 
bang-up job of supplying sailors with 
articles of necessity and convenience not 
furnished by the Government. The prices 
were to be low—not only cut-rate, but 
rock-bottom. Experienced merchandisers 
and retired officers were called in to 
handle the gigantic job. They then pro- 


vided that certain basic items were to 
sell at low cost. Prices for ice cream, ice- 
cream sodas, and gedunks were fixed at 
either five or ten cents, depending on 
whether one or two scoops of ice cream 
are requested. Candy bars are four cents 
or three for ten, cokes five cents for a 
small cup and six cents for a large one; 
cigarettes sell for $1.10 a carton (556 tax 
free). Then there are rubber heels at 15 
cents, $64 watches for $21, fountain pens 
at 65% off civilian prices and an endless 
list of standard articles and hard-to-get 
items. 

It should be made plain that in no 
sense is there a typical Ship's Store or 
Service, for each differs in many respects, 
including prices which fluctuate widely 
when profits are either too high or too 
low. Only in one respect are the stores 
alike—they all carry standard U. 5. 
brands.of merchandise on their shelves, 
and the familiar homey labels are good 
for the sailor's soul. There may be better 
drinks in foreign ports of call, but our 
boys want those they enjoyed back home. 
Egypt has famous cigarettes, but the men 
who man our fighting ships want the 
brands they always smoked. Something 
just as good or even better, with an un- 
known name, won't satisfy them. 

Buying for Ship's Stores is done three 
months in advance, on estimates worked 
out by a central purchasing organiza- 
tion, which buys standard basic stock 
items, Most of these items are purchased 
by the Navy Purchasing Office, in the 
Third Naval District, and stored in ware- 
houses in fourteen port cities, supply 
depots located in U. S. port cities. The 
largest depot is in Bayonne, N. J. Other 
standard articles, not basic, are pur- 
chased locally by Supply Officers. 

Procurement to supply our ships and to 
stock bases in foreign ports for three 
months only shows the amazing volume 
of merchandise purchased. Ship's Store 
orders went through the New York Sup- 
ply Office for 328 million packs of ciga- 
retts, 260 million bars of five-cent candy, 
39 million cakes of toilet soap, nearly 63 
million paper cups, over 64 million 
wooden spoons, nearly 30 million paper 
dishes, 13 million razor blades, over 7 


The tailor shop aboard the Missouri does a mammoth business 
in cleaning and pressing the uniforms of officers and. enlisted men. 
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This is really a *clip" joint if there ever was one. Nothing but 
regulations haircuts at the barber shop aboard the Missouri. 
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The Ship's Store aboard a light cruiser. 


does a rushing business im cigarettes and 


million tubes of tooth paste and cans of 
tooth powder, 415 million pocket combs, 
2 million fountain pens and nearly 115 
million portfolios. 

On capital ships like the veteran USS 
NEVADA which participated in World 
War I sea battles and in many theaters 
of the present conflict, the greatest haz- 
ard to Ship's Stores is from their own 
giant guns during action. The recoil is 
so terrific that the joints in the coils of 
the refrigerating system in the store 
sometimes part and the refrigerant is 
thus lost. As a consequence, it has been 
recognized that before any important en- 
gagement, the Ship's Store has to be 
shut down and the sale of ice cream, 
sodas and gedunks suspended. If the 
firing of the main batteries does not 
loosen the coils, the concussion will in- 
variably blow a fuse so that when the 
store is opened, the refrigerator is full of 
cups of cream instead of ice cream. As 
for the merchandise in the store, this, 
of course, fares no better during combat, 
what with bottles of inflammable shaving 
lotion, hair tonic, etc., on hand. There- 
fore, before any anticipated engagement, 
all of the merchandise, with the excep- 
tion of cigarettes and candy, is taken 
three decks below and lashed down. 

When a capital ship returns from 
months of combat, its extra sales are 
tremendous, The busiest of all these facil- 
ities is the tailor shop where workers 
put in long hours fixing battle stars 
and ribbons on uniforms. Actually, a 
roll of braid as big as a cart wheel is 
used to replace tarnished stripes on offi- 
cers’ uniforms alone. Also, the shoe re- 
pair shop with two cobblers, the press 
shop and the barber shop all provide 
the free services necessary to spruce up 
the crew for their liberty and leaves 
when they reach the States. 

The fountain is always a busy and 
popular spot with a heavy demand for 
chocolate gedunks and cokes. Cigarettes, 
and cigars are also well up on the list. 
Fountain pens sell fast and are hard to 
keep in stock. Two other scarce items 
are wash cloths and athletic shirts. 

The Supply Officer draws most of his 
supplies from the nearest Naval Supply 
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R. E. Bowler, SK3c, 
poggie bait (candy). 


Depot when he reaches port. He gets 
delivery quickly enough to stock up for 
the next voyage, and doesn't have to 
figure too far ahead in placing his orders 
for most of the lines he carries. He has 
to make an audit at the end of each 
month and also must submit a quarterly 
audit showing stock aboard and stock 
sold. 

The mightiest of escort vessels is the 
DE, the stub-nosed power-laden baby tin 
can, which prowls the convoy lanes on 
the lookout for U-boats. Every foot of its 
300 feet must be used to deadly advan- 
tage. However, even this tiny craft, de- 
mands—and gets—its Ship's Store. The 
store aboard the DE is neither large nor 
commodious. Tucked over in the corner 
amidship, it is usually a small shack, but 
the most sought-after part of the vessel. 
There are no frills or fancy window 
dressing—generally just a half door 
opened about an hour in the morning 
and a half hour at night. Usually, when 
a DE is nearing a U. S. port a few cents 
are knocked off each item on which the 
store is overloaded. In ports overseas, 
however, the store has difficulty keeping 
supplied because the demand for candy 
and other stock items is heavy. When 
items become low, rationing is resorted to, 
for with long hauls between ports, short- 
ages are bound to occur. An occasional 
hoarder is dealt with rather severely if 
caught. Set out for fun on a board in front 
of some stores appears a list of all the 
“ceiling prices” for the “Seagoing OPA.” 

With the expansion of the. wartime 
Navy, and the corresponding increased 
needs of its personnel, Ship’s Service 
Stores ashore have come a long way 
from the days of the financially haphaz- 
ard “canteens,” which were forerunners 
of the present efficient organization. 
Commander S. L. Drumm, USNR (Ret.), 
as Director of Special Services Division, 
Bureau of Naval Personnel, is planning 
to expand Ship’s Service facilities ashore 
now that the organization has been re- 
lieved of serving stores afloat. Today a 
new “Package” insurance program de- 
signed specifically for Ship’s Service 
ashore within the U. S. has been made 
available. It is drawn so as to enable 


The advent of the W AVES introduced many new items to the 
stock. of the Ship’s Service Stores. This scene—Hunters College. 


every store unit to obtain adequate pro- 
tection to meet the individual require- 
ments of its activity at the lowest possible 
premium cost. A particular appeal is also 
being made to wives and relatives of 
Navy men to accept employment in the 
shore stores. The use of uniformed per- 
sonnel in Ship’s Service Departments is 
being minimized and it is planned that 
eventually most employees will be lim- 
ited-duty men or disabled veterans re- 
turned from combat zones. 

The largest Ship’s Service Store in the 
third Naval District is located not far 
from the busy thoroughfares of the vast 
sprawling Borough of Brooklyn. This 
model store at the Armed Guard Center 
is used to instruct Service Officers and to 
supply the wants of thousands of 
healthy, adventurous young men of the 
Armed Guard who report on their return 
from dangerous missions to the seven 
seas. Here in the large store, with the 
juke box blaring—with gay laughter, 
banter and talk all about—war seems 
far away. The illusion is created by the 
money-spending throng buying every- 
thing from beer to Bibles—especially on 
paydays. The operating figures of this 
store are unbelievable, and they con- 
tinue to grow. In a recent month, Lieu- 
tenant William 5. Grattan, Ship’s Service 
Officer at the Center, reported sales of 
merchandise totalling almost $200,000—a 
2% million dollar per year business. 
There were 24,000 quarts of ice cream 
sold, 32,800 quarts of milk, 73,000 cups 
of coffee, 86,000 sandwiches, 165,000 packs 
of cigarettes, 190,000 cigars, 9,500 pack- 
ages of stationery and 3,600 pieces of 
luggage. The store is the largest single 
customer in New York City for ice cream, 
milk, coca-cola, cigarettes and sand- 
wiches. 

These Armed Guard youngsters, who 
average nineteen years of age, have 
looked the Old Man with the Scythe in 
the eye along the bitter Murmansk run, 
or shot craps with Davy Jones around 
the spice islands of the tropics. They 
have had sudden death for company 
night and day for many months, so that 
when they are at the Center their urge 

(Continued on page 59) 
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Why be Irritated? 


Apple Honey" helps guard O. Gs. 
from Cigarette Dryness 


It hits you just right—the extra pleasure in Old Golds! 


For here’s a unique blend of many choice tobaccos— 
with a touch of costly Latakia leaf for extra flavor. 
Plus the special moisture-protecting agent which we 
call Apple “Honey”, made from the juice of fresh 
apples. This helps seal in the natural moisture, helps 
prevent cigarette dryness. 


LISTEN TO 

WHICH IS WHICH? 
Wednesday Evenings CBS— 
and THE COMEDY THEATRE 
Sunday Evenings NBC 


KEEP ON BUYING 


Try a pack yourself—see why Old Golds have tripled 
WAR BONDS 


in popularity! 
Mip-Aprit, 1945 1 


I Like My Whiskey Straight 


If You Are a Movie Mag Fan—Don’t Read This Story of Hollywood 


LL my life I have been endowed 

A with an overdeveloped layman's 

curiosity of the mysteries and the 
glamor of Hollywood. 

I have always wanted to visit there. 
So, when circumstance provided that 
chance, I rubbed my hands together glee- 
fully and thought, At last! Now I can 
find out for myself what goes on in this 
fabulous land where fortunes, insults, 
punches and wives are exchanged at the 
twinkling of an eye. 

So I went, I saw, but I neither con- 
quered nor was conquered. 

I still know no more about the movies 
than the price of a balcony seat. 

This all happened during the last week 
of my leave. A shipmate of mine and I 
were flying back to Seattle to report for 
duty when bad weather (California 
Chamber of Commerce, please note) 
grounded us for two days in Los An- 
geles. My friend, Jack, shared my curi- 
osity of behind-the-screen goings on, so 
we made straightway for the corner of 
Hollywood Boulevard and Vine Street. 
After we were settled in a downtown 
hotel and over a bottle of prewar rye 
(just a couple of sailors spending money 


By BLACK SHERROD 


like a drunken Lockheed worker) we 
laid plans for the invasion of moviedom. 

Jack had a close friend, a former col- 
lege roommate, who was quite involved 
with the flicker racket, having married a 
famous actress and being under contract 
to a major company himself. 

Jack called up friend Joe (that wasn't 
his name but it will have to suffice) the 
next morning. Joe came around to the 
hotel to pick us up. 

We were off to see the wizards of ah's. 


The first stop was the Brown Derby 
in Beverly Hills, considered in some 
circles as a mecca for movie folk and 
in other circles as a restaurant with so- 
so food. Joe left us there for a while and 
went on a shopping errand. 

Jack and I picked a booth out of the 
turmoil that was the main dining room 
and engaged in a favorite pastime, the 
consumption of several DeWitt cock- 
tails. DeWitt cocktails are also known as 
beer; the title I gather, originated after 
some high-up army official decided that 
it was very bad business indeed for sol- 
diers, sailors and marines on the West 
Coast to partake of any hard liquor be- 


fore 1700. Right about now I could find 
it in my heart to make a comparison be- 
tween the West and East Coasts. 

Out of a flock of people gathered about 
the front entrance suddenly popped a 
black haired young woman in a flurry 
of scarfs and rather lavish clothing. 
Maria Montez, Universal’s technicolor 
queen, had made her entrance. She was 
closely followed by three hurrying gen- 
tlemen with lengthy faces full of worries 
and brief cases full of papers. Maria and 
her safari trekked rapidly about the 
room a couple of times and finally se- 
lected a table in the middle. 

“What do they see so extra good-look- 
ing about her?” I asked Jack in an un- 
dertone. 

“She has clothes on now.” 

I ordered chicken hash. It was very 
good. The beer, also, was very good. 

Chester Morris, a well set-up fellow, 
came in through a side door and sat 
down at a booth near us. He was wear- 
ing dark glasses on his eyes, a fine- 
looking sport coat on his back and a 
stately blonde on his arm. I must admit 
we paid more attention to the blonde 
than Chester’s glasses or his sport coat. 
However, there were so many beautiful 
women around that, after the first few 
moments I hardly noticed them at all. 
Of course, I lie sometimes. 

Just as Joe came in to pick us up, 
Charles Boyer entered the restaurant 
and stood near the front for several 
minutes, talking to the manager. He was 
smoking a cigarette in a long holder. He 
took off his hat and I saw that he was 
very bald indeed. Funny, but I have al- 
ways liked him in pictures ever since 
I saw that he was bald. 

I wasn’t near enough to hear his fa- 
mous deep, passionate voice but I noticed 
that several women, seated nearby and 
listening in, were perspiring freely. 

We had just stepped out of the place 
when Jack and I were suddenly caught 
in a swirling mass of onrushing juveniles 
in sweaters, bobby sox, and saddle ox- 
fords. We were pushed, shoved, elbowed 
and manhandled as we never were be- 
fore, and I have seen some mighty rough 
navy chow lines in my day. 

“Wait a minute, ladies,” Jack stam- 
mered “I have nothing against Sinatra 
personally!” 

But soon we noticed that they were 
paying no attention to Jack and me. 
They were after friend Joe’s autograph. 
That was my first experience with the 
quaint animal known as an autograph 
hunter. 

It was quite enough, thank you. 


Joe had to go on another shopping 
mission and I remembered something 


Hollywood « as you seldom see й, unposed—the “Great Groaner" himself shooting the that I had left at the hotel. 
breeze with author Black Sherrod (left), Jack Sertain (center) and big brother Crosby. 
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“Take the car and run down to the 


Our Navy 


hotel,” Joe said. “You can pick me up 
later.” 

What a car! A. Lincoln Continental two 
seat convertible, long as the flight deck 
of a СУЕ. Push a button and the door 
opened, push another and the top went 
back. I kept looking for the one to press 
that would convert the ash tray into a 
portable bar. It had a swell pick-up... 
on either side of the street. We didn't, 
alas, have time to explore all the possi- 
bilities of its pick-up abilities. Anyway, 
we got a kick out of driving slowly down 
the street and watching the eyebrows 
go up at the sight of two coolies pushing 
a boat like that around. 

We drove into the hotel parking lot. 
The attendant gazed at us wide-eyed. 

“Is this yours, mister?" he asked Jack 
appraisingly and respectfully. Jack еп- 
tered into the spirit of the thing. 

*Sure," he said. 

*Gosh!" the boy said. : 

But the illusion we had so arttully 
created was rudely punctured when we 
returned to get the car. 

*Here she is over in the corner, mis- 
ter," the attendent met us. *I would have 
driven her out but I couldn't find the 
starter. Where is the starter, mister?" 

We were stuck with our act. 

*Damned if I know," Jack muttered. 
The attendant looked at us queerly and 
we could tell he was typing us as A-1 
car thieves. He finally located a button 
to push. We were disgruntled at losing 
his respect. 

*Haven't had it long," Jack grunted to 
the kid as we started to leave and tipped 
him a half to cover up our chagrin. 

On the way back to pick up Joe we 
saw Frank Morgan, that fine comedian 
and character actor, leading a dog about 
the size of a king-size moose. Or rather, 
the dog was leading him. He looked 
much older than he does in pictures. 
Frank Morgan, I mean. I had never seen 
the dog before. 


The weather had cleared up, the sun 
was shining, so Joe decided we should 
visit a very ritzy outdoor athletic club 
which adjoined one of the bigger hotels. 
It consisted of a flock of tennis courts, 
handball courts, and a picturesque yel- 
low tile swimming pool with patios all 
around it. A high fence and hedge sur- 
rounded the whole layout to keep out 
Joe Doakes’ prying eyes. It was very 
exclusive. Friend Joe was a member of 
some standing. We weren't even asked 
to show our ID cards. 

Everybody and his dog was there. 
Girls everywhere. Beautiful girls and 
just pretty girls, blondes, redheads, 
brunettes and in-betweens. There was a 
sprinkling of lesser-known Movie Stars 
and a few well-known ones. Jan Savitt, 
whose orchestra was playing an engage- 
ment nearby, was there. And Alan Cur- 
tis, who, incidentally, is a right hand- 
some fellow, was sunning. And then 
there were a bunch of fat fellows with 
hair on their chests but little on their 
heads who sat around and played gin 
rummy for a dollar a point and made 
noises like producers. 

Nobody was swimming. Occasionally 
someone would amble over to the side 
of the pool and test the water for tem- 
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“Is this the place that can get me into 
the movies at half price?” 


perature with a toe, shudder, then scurry 
back to the comparative warmth of a 
rummy game, gossip festo, or a tall drink, 
which everyone seemed to have in his 
hand. Later on, a few children plunged 
in with the folly of youth but the adults 
sat back and frowned on such exhibitions 
o. energy. 

We had a patio and some drinks. Joe, 


-knowing sailors as most civilians know 


sailors, began to call girls over to intro- 
duce us to them. We sorta felt that we 
were trading in on the uniforms a bit 
and were consequently a little tongue- 
tied. All were of pin-up caliber, some 
were nice gals but most of them seemed 
a little affected. That’s a nice word, af- 
fected. 

One, especially, irked us with her pa- 
tronizing role. Joe introduced us and she 
said, “Sailors, oh, how nice! I have an 
uncle in the Navy, rawly I have. He’s a 
j.g. boatswain’s mate or lieutenant or 
something,” she said. 

“I don’t believe I can place him off- 
hand,” I said. “Of course it might help 
if I knew his name.” She either ignored 
the crack or was a bit dense. I suspect 
the latter. 

“Oh, how silly of me,” she said and 
then thought for a moment. “It’s Uncle 
Jonathon on mothaw’s side.” 

“Do you know any Uncle Jonathons?” 
I asked Jack. 

“Not on mothaw’s side,” he said. 


There was another, a girl who said she 
was a Russian. She was very pretty in 
an overdeveloped sort of way and her 
name had some kind of a -vitch on the 
end of it. She carried a fly swatter, the 
only down-to-earth object I saw at the 
pool and was using it with vigor and not 
much success on flies, who, in keeping 
with their surroundings, probably had 
somebody’s blue blood in their veins. 
She acknowledged the introductions with 
a yawn and nod, swatted at a fly, and 
said in a vaudeville accent, “Ноу you ban 
in the Marines long time, Sahgent Shus- 
ster?” At least she got the first two let- 
ters of my name right. 

“The name is Armstrong, Jack Arm- 


strong,” I said. “You know, the All- 
American boy.” 

“Oh, are you the wan on the raw- 
deeo?” she asked. 

"Мо, Im with the government now,” 
I answered. “Navy department.” 

She looked at me strangely. Evidently 
my attempts at humor weren’t appre- 
ciated for she made a few half-hearted 
attempts at flies and left. 

“Nice to meet you, Meester Shana- 
hans,” she said as she turned to go. 

“It was a pleasureski,” I said. I wish I 
had thought to bow low. 


But we did meet a very nice girl. I 
wish I could remember her name. It was 
Sandy or Dusty or Rusty or one of those 
names models always have. She was 
formerly with Powers modeling agency 
in New York but was on the coast to 
take technicolor tests for Twentieth Cen- 
tury-Fox. She was pretty and nobody’s 
fool. I think she was originally from 
South Dakota. 

She saw we were a little jittery and 
off-ease and she insisted that we go 
swimming. She said it would help relax 
us. We squirmed out of it. Jack told her 
our principal exercise. was usually lim- 
ited to drawing to inside straights and 
bobtail flushes. 

Joe had asked her over to our patio 
and she stayed after all the others had 
said nice-to-meet-you and wandered 
away. We didn’t want to impose on her. 
We told her that we certainly appre- 
ciated her sitting with us but that if she 
had other plans, she didn’t have to stay 
with us just because all the rest had 
gone. 

“Am I boring you?” she asked. That 
was a silly question and we told her as 
much. 

“Well, I had rather talk to you boys,” 
she told us. “I know what these other 
people here will say. They always say 
the same things when you talk to them. 
They’ll pinch you on the fanny and sug- 
gest a quick roll in the hay.” 

My conscience twitched with a sharp 
pang. 

“Tm tired of talking to them. I'd rather 
talk to you guys,” she smiled frankly, 
“you've got your feet on the ground.” 


When we first arrived at the pool, Joe 
had introduced us to a small shapely 
blonde, easily the prize package of the 


` erowd. I know this narrative sounds as 


if all the women in Hollywood are 
blondes, but that’s a big mistake. Only 
about 96% are. Anyway this one was a 
bit player at a big studio. She was a 
dream. But she had a small boil on her 
chin. 

“Whatza matter with the chin, babe?” 
asked Al Somebody-Or-Other. I think 
he was a producer. Leastways, he was 
smoking a big cigar and hadn't shaved 
in a couple of days and looked as if he 
could afford both. 

*Anyone I know?" he leered. Every- 
body laughed like mad. I almost retched. 
I guess I don't have a sense of humor. 

The blonde laughed along with them 
and explained that she was just starting 
to the doctor to see about it. Jack and I 
started to say goodbye to her and glad- 
to-met-you but she said she would be 
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back before we left. 

She returned later and passed our 
patio. 

“What was it?" Al the Producer called. 

“Oh, nothing," she came back airily, 
“just a touch of syphilis." 

She was joking but the remark was 
enough to make a lesser man quail. Es- 
pecially a lesser man from a small town. 

I am from Belton, Texas, population 
3,459. 

I quailed. 

We left. 

I wanted to get my feet on the ground. 

We paid our respects to Joe, thanked 
him for the afternoon and told him 
we would see him around. We went up 
to the big hotel adjoining the pool. There 
was a big circular driveway leading 
through flowers and shrubbery to the 
entrance. There was a small army of 
bellhops of draftable age and long hair- 
cuts hanging around. 

We picked out one and asked him if 
we could get a cab there. He gazed at 
us disdainfully. 

“Residents of the hotel only. This is no 
cab stand," he told us. “You had better 
catch one on the street." 

“Thank you, sir," I said without think- 
ing. Jack was so mad at me for saying 
*sir" he could have bitten my tongue out. 
We started down to the street when a 
Cadillac of immense proportions pulled 
up alongside and a nice-looking gentle- 
man asked us if we wanted a ride down- 
town. On the way downtown, he talked 
to us and asked a lot of questions. He 
was very pleasant. He asked all about 
our campaign ribbons and aircrew wings 
and we told him with just the proper 
touch of modesty about how we practi- 
cally changed the tide of the Pacific war 
single—or rather doublehandedly. 

We asked a few questions ourselves 
and found out that the gentleman was 
Jack Kapp, president of the Decca re- 
cording company, and that he had just 
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arrived from New York to witness a re- 
cording date of a vocalist by the name 
of Bing Crosby. It turned out he was on 
his way to the Hollywood Decca studio 
now. 

"Why don't you boys come along?" he 
said. “You'll get a bang out of meeting 
Bing." Crosby has been a favorite of 
mine since before Roosevelt went into 
office so we said we would like very 
much to go along. 

Crosy loafed into the studio a little 
after we arrived, wearing a conservative 
sport coat with a pipe and hat to match. 
The pipe he removed from his mouth oc- 
casionally, the hat from his head, never. 

Crosby is good people, easy to talk to. 
We shot the bull with him and found out 
that he was a good friend of our former 
air group commander—a pretty colorful 
character of naval aviation—Jumping Joe 
Clifton. Bing was up on naval aircraft 
and we talked shop awhile about TBF's, 
SBD's, and F6F's. There was a LOOK 
photographer there, doing an article on 
Crosby, and he snapped a couple of pic- 
tures which Bing sent to us later. 

We watched and listened to Crosby 
make a couple of records, songs from his 
new picture, "The Road to Utopia," 
which he was making with a globe-trot- 
ting comedian named Hope. He sang in 
his usual fine manner, seemingly as calm 
and bored with it all as a sea cook dish- 
ing out Spam in the chow line. John 
Scott Trotter's orchestra was the back- 
ground. 

The Groaner is a swell guy, an okay joe. 

You might say, his feet are on the 
ground. 

Back on the street once more we 
found ourselves right outside Рага- 
mount studios. There were two people 
walking toward us. I noticed the man 
first because he had on make-up and 
looked as if he had just come off a set. 
When I got around to his companion, I 
had no further recognition trouble. It 
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*On behalf of the crew I wish to present 
you with this little birthday gift!” 


was Hedy Lamarr and John Loder. We 
passed them and I dropped my cynical 
concern of screensters long enough to 
turn around and ponder over the intelli- 
gence of people who were once sacri- 
legious enough to say she didn't have a 
good body. 

А. man in overalls, apparently a studio 
workman, came up behind us. : 

"Thats Hedy Lamarr. That's who it 
is. Hedy Lamarr and John Loder!" he 
said. “I know 'em all. See 'em every day. 
I don't get a kick out of it anymore. Yes 
sir, boys, that's Hedy Lamarr!" 

Jack, who resented very deeply this 
person's intrusion on our silent appre- 
ciation of Miss Lamarr, broke into a ra- 
diant smile of one who had just drunk ` 
a glass of quinine and said, “Who the 
hell you think we thought it was, bub, 
Boris Karloff and the Seven Dwarfs?" 

We finally caught a cab and headed 
back toward the hotel. The driver was 
talkative. 

“You boys been sightseeing?" 

Yes, we told him, we have certainly 
been sightseeing. 

“I hauled last week," he 
named a well-known actress. “Jeez, was 
she plastered! Wanted me to go home 


with her and have a few drinks." 


He leered at us over his shoulder and 
winked wisely. “The trouble with this 
town is that it’s gone art and culture 
crazy. It's too false bottomed." 

“Do you mean the people don't have 
their feet on the ground?" I asked 
sweetly. 

“Yep, that's what I mean. Art and cul- 
ture, that's all they talk about. Me, I 
like my whiskey straight." 

Jack turned to me. 

"Speaking of whiskey, do you think 
we could find a low grog shop where we 
can purchase a very unartistic and un- 
cultured drink of rye whiskey?" 

I thought so, and via our nose, we did. 
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V-12 platoons stand by for inspection at Middlebury College, Middlebury, Vermont. 


Gentlemen of Liberal Education 


Opportunity Is Knocking for the Man-Before-the-Mast 
By CLIFFORD L. ALDERMAN 


PICTURES COURTESY MIDDLEBURY COLLEGE PRESS 


enlisted men was more frequently 

discussed by all hands in the years 
immediately preceding the war than that 
of more commissions for enlisted person- 
nel. Although enlisted men who had en- 
tered the academy had made splendid 
records, only a limited group were select- 
ed for Annapolis each year and the 
number was too small to give an oppor- 
tunity to more than a handful of quali- 
fied men. There were thousands of able 
men in the Fleet who had no chance to 
advance beyond enlisted status. 

That was changed after Pearl Harbor. 
Many warrants and chiefs and first class 
ratings were advanced to commissioned 
rank—temporary commissioned status, 
however. There was still no way for a 
great many well qualified enlisted men 
to obtain permanent commissions. 

Then, in 1943, the opportunity came. 
In establishing its College Program, the 
Navy decided that a small percentage of 
the young men entering the V-12 pro- 
gràm at the beginning of each of the 
three terms each year should be enlisted 
men. 

It started as an experiment. No one 
knew whether men could be taken from 
the fleet and from shore stations, put 
alongside youngsters just out of high 
school, and make good in this new Col- 
lege Program. How would they stand 
coming out of a strictly Navy routine, out 
of combat in many cases, to a daily round 
of lectures, recitations and laboratory 
work? Could men who had been out of 
school for a year, two years, or even 
longer, compete against recent civilians, 
fresh from high school or college? Could 
rated men adjust themselves to the pay 
of an apprentice seaman? Would the desire 
to make the most of a long-sought oppor- 


pss no subject of interest to 
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tunity compensate for the loss of a much- 
cherished crow? 

These men were really on the spot. 
For years enlisted men had clamored for 
a chance at commissions. Now, it had 
been given them. They had to prove the 
Navy's faith was justified. 

I am glad to tell you that they came 
through splendidly. That has been proved 
by reports from V-12 units at colleges 
all over the country. It has been proved 
by the fact that the original quotas of 
enlisted men entering V-12 were pro- 
gressively increased as the Program ex- 
panded to its peak. 

It has been even more decisively proved, 


The Skipper holds 
(then Lieut. Comdr.) 
Our Navy 


I believe, by the fact that when the V-12 
Program is virtually replaced on 1 July 
1945 by the NROTC training program 
and the input of new men into the pro- 
gram is resumed, the entire quota of 2,000 
men will be composed of what we call 
"fleet men”—enlisted personnel already 
on active duty. The Navy has found that, 
in general, enlisted men with the back- 
ground of boot training and actual serv- 
ice ashore or afloat make better officer 
candidates than young men fresh from 
civilian life. That doesn’t mean that 
trainees in the V-12 program who have 
taken directly from civilian life have 
been poor material; far from it. But, man 
for man, the fellow who has already had 
some naval experience has an advantage 
over the one who doesn't know what the 
Navy is all about. 

Nor do I want you to get the idea that 
every enlisted man who has come into 
the College Program has been a perfect, 
or even a good, officer candidate. That, in 
fact, is the main point of this article. The - 
plan hasn't always worked out. Some of 
these men have fallen by the wayside— 
for a number of reasons which I will ' 
touch upon. 

I believe comparatively few enlisted 
men have much idea what the V-12 pro- 
gram and its successor, the NROTC pro- 
gram, are like. Some of you may have the 
idea that it means a good rest. I want to 
disillusion you on that score. You don't 
coast through an officer training program. 
It is difficult and in many ways dull and 
prosaic, at least until you get oriented to 
the great change that it makes in the 
life you have been accustomed to. It will 
be better if you men who are thinking of 
trying for officer training know that be- 
fore you get into it. 

Why have an officer training program, 
anyway? Why not commission all officers 
directly from enlisted ratings? After all, 
they have had the experience and train- 
ing for Navy life and can be selected for 
their potential officer-like qualities. 

Back in 1775 a very wise man wrote a 


inspection of his V-12 unit, Middlebury College. Commander 
C. L. Alderman, the author of this piece, is former editor of 
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The Chem lab at Middlebury where V-12 men wrestle with prob- 


The class in Engineering drawing has proved no snap. Intense 


lems having to do with formulae, test tubes, and numerous smells. concentration is written on the faces of these V-12 trainees. 


letter to the Maritime Committee of the 
Continental Congress in which he laid 
down a definition of a good naval officer. 
That man was John Paul Jones, and that 
definition has never been improved upon. 
It still stands as the finest definition ever 
written of the characteristics a naval 
officer should have. It would pay you to 
read all of it, sometime. 

One thing John Paul Jones said was 
that while a good naval officer must be a 
capable mariner, he should be even more. 
And among other attributes of a good 
naval officer, Jones said he should be “a 
gentleman of liberal education." More 
plainly interpreted, that means a man 
with a broad education, encompassing 
much more than just navigation, gunnery, 
and tactics. 

Ever since that time, the Navy has 
carried out that precept. It has insisted 
that its officers be well grounded in lib- 
eral education. In peacetime, it insures 
that they will be by sending officer candi- 
dates to the Naval Academy. In wartime, 
it requires men commissioned from civil- 
ian life to have at least two years of 
college. 

That high standard has paid. That is 
why the Navy insists that young men 
with less than two years of college spend 
a preliminary period in the Navy College 
Program before they are commissioned. 

Let me give you some good advice. If 
you are thinking of trying for officer 
training, read this carefully and think it 
over. Otherwise, you may be doing the 
Navy, yourself and some other enlisted 
man an injustice. 

If you think the Navy College Program 
is a place where a few lucky men go for 
a good rest and the joys of college life, for- 
get it! It is true that your life is not going 
to be in danger while you are at college; it 
is true that you will have many of the ad- 
vantages of college life and a lot of fun; 
but if you picture yourself lolling at ease 
in a fraternity house and spending your 
evenings dating co-eds, forget that, too! 

Actually, you are going to find yourself 
carrying a tough program of academic 
subjects. You will have long and difficult 
assignments to prepare each weekday 
night. In some NROTC units you may be 
required to observe evening study hours; 
in others, you will be free to date co-eds, 
if you wish, but you will be smart to stay 
in and bone. 

Of course, if you are one of those fel- 
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lows who never made less than "A" in 
anything in high school, you may be able 
to devote your NROTC career to making 
life more beautiful for co-eds, but I 
doubt it. Гуе seen so many V-12 trainees 
who fluttered too close to the flame of the 
night lights. I sign their transfer orders 
to boot camp and receiving stations, and 
Ive seen their faces when they know 
they lost their chance for gold braid. 
“Separated from the V-12 Program for 
scholastic deficiency"—famous last words. 
The same thing applies to the NROTC 
Program. 

You are going to have to adjust your- 
self to many changes, some pleasant, 
others not so pleasant at first. You will 
exchange that hard-won crow for an 
apprentice seaman's single cuff-stripe. 
Your pay will nose-dive to $50 a month. 

If you don't know how to study—to 
use every bit of your time to the best 
possible advantage—you'll have to learn, 
quickly. The academic program is an 
accelerated one, like everything else in 
this war. If you can't make the required 
knots, you drop astern of the convoy and 
get a fish in your guts. If you have been 
out of school for a long time, it is going 
to be especially tough for you. Well, most 
of you are tough! You've survived some 
hard fights against Japs and Nazis. Can 
you fight facts and figures in a textbook, 
too, and survive? It may sound easy in 
comparison, but it's a different sort of 
thing altogether, and it isn't easy. 

Let me tell you a true story. A young 
enlisted man—let's call him *Joe Gish"— 
had made his way up to chief in fast 
time, but he wasn't satisfied with that; he 
wanted to wear gold braid. He tried for 
V-12 and made it. Off came the chief's 
uniform; down went his pay—" way down; 
ACMM Gish, became Joe Gish, AS, V-12. 
He was back in boot status, being or- 
dered around by the CSp(A)’s at the 
college to which he was assigned. Those 
things weren’t easy, but Joe had hitched 
his wagon to a star—a star above half an 
inch of gold braid. 

He had been out of school for several 
years. It was hard to pick up where he 
had left off, hard to buckle down to the 
tedium of studying every night and fight- 
ing in classes to keep his head above 
water. He was in scholastic trouble al- 
most immediately, and he stayed in trou- 
ble all through his first semester. He gave 
up liberties to study. He took extra in- 


struction with his professors in the sub- 
jects he was failing. One of his shipmates 
in the unit who was having easy sailing 
worked with him in spare hours. 

He made it, too, but there was some- 
thing else ahead which he was going to 
have to give up. The most sought-for 
honor in the V-12 Unit of which I write 
was to be regimental commander in the 
trainee military organization. When the 
time came to pick the regimental com- 
mander for the next semester, the com- 
missioned officers at the unit were agreed 
that the job belonged to Joe Gish—but 
could he assume the responsibilities of 
the post and still maintain a passing 
average? They discussed it with Joe, and 
he regretfully agreed with them that it 
would be smarter to let someone else 
have the job, than an ensign’s commis- 
sion was worth more than the temporary 
honor of a trainee regimental command- 
er’s stripes. 

So Joe went ahead, concentrating on 
those academic courses. His name has not 
appeared on a single academic deficiency 
list since then. He is going to make it! 

That is what you may be up against. If 
a commission means as much to you as it 
does to Joe Gish, you’ll make it, too; but 
if it doesn’t, better forget about officer 
training. 

A typical day’s routine in V-12 goes 
like this: out of the sack at 0600 for 
twenty minutes of calisthenics. Twenty 
minutes for a shave and shower; then 
breakfast. Inspection immediately after- 
ward, followed by a clean-up of quarters. 
Classes begin at 0800 and continue through 
the morning, and after lunch they are 
held until 1630, or perhaps 1730. Supper 
over, study hours, either voluntary or 
required, last until 2130, taps at 2200. 

Classes don’t take up every hour of the 
day. The program is so arranged that the 
average trainee has about two hours free 
for every hour of classes in a 16-hour 
day. Most trainees have from 18 to 23 
hours of classes a week. At most units, 
week-ends are free from Saturday noon 
to Sunday evening. 

Physical training, including swimming, 
takes up five hours a week at first. Later, 
after you have completed the basic re- 
quirements, it is reduced to three hours 
a week, and if you play on a college 
varsity team (if any), the time you spend 
playing and practicing may be substi- 
tuted for physical training. 
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Drill requires only one hour a week 
and is limited to simple marching move- 
ments without arms. 

The change from the V-12 Program to 
NROTC on 1 July will mean some 
changes in routine and the way the pres- 
ent program is carried out, but in general 
it will be much the same. The chief dif- 
ference is that the training period in 
NROTC is eight 16-week terms, or about 
two and two-thirds years, while the 
average training period in V-12 has been 
four 16-week terms, plus one additional 
term in a Naval Reserve Midshipmen's 
School. 

Men in V-12 did not attend college long 
enough to get a degree. In the NROTC 
Program all of them will have degrees 
before they are commissioned. In V-12 
the trainees had little choice of the sub- 
jects they studied, 

In his first two terms, a V-12 trainee 
had to take mathematical analysis, in- 
cluding college algebra and trigonome- 
try; English, including grammar, writing, 
speaking and reading; a course on the 
historical background of the present war; 
physies (by far the most difficult course, 
and one which has spelled defeat for 
many); engineering drawing and de- 
scriptive geometry, and a course in naval 
organization, which most V-12 trainees 
have found interesting and which *fleet 
men" found easier than those who came 
in from civilian life. 

That will give you an idea of the 
courses. In later terms V-12 trainees take 
higher mathematics, thermodynamics, 
naval history, and elementary strategy, 
navigation and psychology. 

Discipline is strict but not too rigorous. 
Vice Admiral Randall Jacobs, U. S. Navy, 
Chief of the Bureau of Naval Personnel, 
sounded the whole keynote of the Pro- 
gram before it got under way when he 
said, "This is a college program." Aca- 
demic accomplishment is the most im- 
portant phase of V-12, and everything 
else is subordinated to that. So discipline 
is not as severe as you would find at the 
Naval Academy, reserve midshipmen's 
schools and some other training activities. 

Is it all work and no play? No, indeed. 
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The Navy Formal at Middlebury College is one of the highlights of the events which 
celebrate the end of the semester, patterned. after “June Week” at the Naval Academy. 


So far, I have stressed the less pleasant 
aspects of a V-12 trainee's life, because 
I feel it is so important that you know 
what you are heading into. But there is 
still time for some real college life, even 
for those who find the going hard. 

It would be difficult to describe life at 
each of the 131 colleges all over the coun- 
try which have V-12's. Some units are 
located at co-educational schools, some 
at men's colleges. They are scattered from 
the Deep South to northern New Eng- 
land, and from coast to coast. All are 
alike in that they have their traditions, 
their undergraduate activities and that 
indefinable thing called “college life," 
which is just as much a part of a well- 
rounded college education as recitations, 
lectures and laboratory work. 

You may, if you wish, and your com- 
manding officer approves, join the under- 
graduate clubs and organizations. You 
may join a fraternity, if they have re- 
mained active on your campus. You may 
take part in debating, dramatics, work on 
the college yearbook or paper, sing in the 
glee club or choir, play in the band or 
orchestra, take part in dances and other 
social activities. 

My own experience in command of 
V-12 units includes two small colleges in 
widely separated parts of the country. 
Both are co-educational, and in that way 
their activities vary somewhat from the 
strictly male schools. 

At one, located in the Deep South, 
trainees were represented in all frater- 
nities, including the honor fraternity; in 
all the specialized clubs and student 
governing bodies for which men were 
eligible; on the weekly campus news- 
paper, and on the college yearbook, 
which was edited by a trainee. Varsity 
teams were composed almost entirely of 
Navy trainees. 

At the other, located in northern New 
England, the story is about the same, 
except that fraternities are inactive for 
the duration. By their participation in a 
score of extra-curricular activities, train- 
ees have added laurels and lasting pres- 
tige to the good reputation both schools 
enjoy. 


The girls have an important role in 
keeping V-12 trainees' lives from being 
all work and no play, through the social 
activities in which they are essential. It 
is true that at a few of the denomina- 
tional colleges, dancing is still taboo, but 
most of the V-12 schools encourage it. 

For example, at one college there is a 
student-sponsored dance almost every 
weekend throughout each term, and 
formal dances are held at intervals. At 
this college, one weekend toward the end 
of the semester is patterned somewhat 
after the traditional “June Week" cere- 
monies at the Naval Academy. An 
intercompany competition, depending on 
excellence in quarters and personal in- 
spections, is held during the term. Each 
company selects а “Color Girl” candidate, 
and the girl chosen by the winning com- 
pany is the official “Color Girl." 

How wil all this compare with the 
NROTC program which, except for cer- 
tain specialized V-12 training such as 
medical, dental and theological, will re- 
place V-12 on 1 July 1945? I have already 
mentioned that the training period will 
be about twice as long, and that NROTC 
students wil have a wider choice of 
elective subjects which they may choose 
to take in addition to the required "рго- 
fessional” types of subjects like navi- 
gation, seamanship and ordnance and 
gunnery. 

In other respects the two programs will 
be much alike. It will still be a difficult 
thing to get into and even more difficult 
to stay in. There will be the same high 
standards for officer candidates. They 
must keep up a high academic standing 
and they must prove that they are of 
officer caliber. 

At present there are 27 colleges through- 
out the country which have NROTC 
units. Between now and 1 July, 23 more 
colleges will be authorized for NROTC 
units, making a total of 50. A bill which 
has been enacted recently into law by 
Congress provides for this expansion. It 
is part of a far-sighted plan to provide 
the Navy with a continuing supply of 
well-trained officers. The Naval Academy 
will continue to train officers, of course, 
but its input of gold braid into the service 
will be supplemented by the NROTC. 

Is this opportunity worth the sacrifices 
you will be called upon to make if you 
apply for NROTC training and are ac- 
cepted? 

That is something you must decide. But 
decide before you try for the honor. Re- 
member, there are many fine young en- 
listed men who would give their ears for 
the chance, and would gladly take all the 
tough going that chance means. Don’t 
be a dog in the manger. If you enter 
NROTC and then decide later that you 
made a mistake, you have kept some 
really deserving man from his chance of 
a lifetime. 

If you are sure you can take it; if you 
are willing to accept cheerfully the dep- 
rivation of some of the things you have 
grown used to; if you have a high school 
education, are reasonably intelligent, have 
the proper physical and age qualifications, 
and the wholehearted desire to become 
an officer, and a good one—if you have 
all these essentials and an overpowering 
will to win, then more power to you! 
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Muscle Man 
By Milard Henry 


There's a sign out in front of our Post 
Office, home 

That entices adventurous young stalwarts 
to roam 

But at sixteen the part that appealed to 
me then 

Was the slogan *The United States Navy 
Builds Men!" 


I then often yearned to engage im the 
tussle 
To emerge padded over with masses of 
muscle 
But weak as I was in those tendersome 
years 
I confess that I haven’t improved through 
the years. 


So now in the Navy at a much later date 

(I blush to admit that Гт now twenty- 
eight) 

I very much doubt if there ever will be 

A resemblance between that big sailor 
and me. 


For my eyes aren't enhanced by their 
cumbersome bags 

My framework is bony, my abdomen sags 

My arches have fallen—I now have flat 
feet 

My heart sometimes flutters and misses 
a beat 


My teeth are supplanted by china and 
paste, 

My hair has retreated and can’t be re- 
placed 

My fingernails up to my knuckles are 
bit 

Ive boils on the place where I usually 
sit. 


But wreck that I am and though little 
my might 

I still have my spunk and I’m ready to 
fight 

And the guy who seduced me with meth- 
ods so dastard—— 

If I ever can find him—I’ll murder the 
bum!! 


On Foreign Fields 
By Frank L. Grubbs and Alice Archer 


Each evening when the sun 

Is slowly sinking in the west 

And the slanting rays cast shadows 
Of crosses where our brave men rest, 
The ghostly call of bugles 
Everlastingly, echo taps 

To these heroes who have died, 
Lying still, here in their crypts, 
‘The voices of the angels 

Sing their low religious psalms 

To graves hedged with Flanders poppies 
- And those resting neath the palms, 
When the last rays have darkened 
As the sun sinks in the West, 

May the angels stay and guard them 
In their everlasting rest. 
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Aerial Transports 
By Vick Lindley 


Man is a mover; through the historic 
years 

He has paddled, sailed or steamed a 
watery way 

Across the ocean, river, gulf or bay, 

Carrying goods im commerce with his 
peers. 


Man, ever since his prehistoric birth, 
Has shuffled goods across the traveled 
earth. 


In dhow or bark, in brig or catamaran, 

In galliot, galley, garookah, gay-diang, 

Piloting where no bell-buoy ever rang, 

The sailor supplied the needs of his fel- 
low man. 


Cutter, settee, felucca and frigate-boat, 

Sloop and junk; kebec or coasting ketch, 

Tartan, pirogue and luggef went forth to 
fetch. 

Soon none of these ancient ships will be 
afloat. 


Caravel, clipper, schooner, have had their 
day 

Man moves over the seas in a grander 
way. 


The Coronados and the mighty Mars 

Lift their incredible wings above the 
seas, 

Carrying cargo-tons with casual ease; 

Inheritor to vanishing sails and spars. 


We Beseech 
By Robert S. Van Dyck 


We beseech, let not our thoughts dwell 
Too long on that which might have 
been; 
For this we know, aye, very well, 
‘Is not good for the souls of men. 


Nor let us fear that one fell sweep 

Of Fate’s fickle, capricious hand 
Might now destroy before we reap 

That fulsome harvest we have planned. 


We beseech, let not these intrude 
Themselves into our time of rest, 
For it is not for man to brood 
On what were worse or what were 
best. 


We beseech that we, with Thy aid, 
May find within ourselves the spark 

Vested in us when we were made, 
Man’s only beacon through the dark. 


And it shall light us as we go 

Without fear or doubt upon our way, 
Nor hesitating, since we know 

Ourselves as something more than clay. 


To the SC 
By G. F. Connolly 


Hail to thee, rolling scow 

Ship thou never wert 

That from hell or farther below, 
Plungest thy wet bow 

In the ocean’s every trough. 


Higher still, and higher 

On the waves crest, thow lingerest 
Like a ping pong ball 

Into the blue sea, thou plungest 
And tossing still dost roll 

And rolling ever tosseth. 


Never a moment’s peace thou giveth 
On the ocean’s blue; 

Like the soul of a judas 

It seems you are troubled too; 

By what, I cannot tell, 

Unless you are giving us 

A coming attraction of hell. 


Fie on you vicious thing 

In your mad desire to give us a fling 
Upon the unyielding oaken deck 
Dost thou not know 

You might break our neck? 


Alas, you care naught 

For a berth in port, 

For you would rather be 

A searching for a rougher sea; 
So much like a debauchee 
Looking forward to a mad spree. 


But e’en though, I curse you like I do 
Until my face is blue; 

In my heart there is a tender spot 
But ГИ be damned if it is for you. 


The Grave of the Unknown Sailor 
By J. T. B. 


No cross marks the grave where now we 
lie, 

What happened is known but to us. 

You asked, and we gave our lives to 
protect 

Our land, from the world’s greatest curse; 

Your ships now proudly ride the sea, 

"Тіз your tribute to our endeavor; 

We ask no day of the year to mourn us, 

We ask you just to remember. 


No Flanders Field where poppies blow, 

No gleaming crosses row on row, 

No unnamed. tomb for all to see, and 

Pause, and wonder who we might be. 

*Tis the grave of our choice, where now 
we lie 

And view ye mortals passing by; 

Steaming busily on changing waves, 

Go quietly now, you're o'er our graves 

Remember! 
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Rugged Little Spit-Kit 


YMS 350 Played a Hero’s Role At Normandy 
By RONALD M. ALEXANDER 


INESWEEPING duty is rugged. 
M Every sailor from battlewagons to 

spit-kits will admit that. The rou- 
tine patrolling back and forth is fraught 
with danger, and no minesweep man 
rests easily until the gear is secured. 

‘The USS YMS 350, typical of the class, 
was commissioned on a bright, sunny 
day at Jacksonville, Florida. The com- 
manding officer, Lt. George Hammer of 
Mississippi, stressed the fact that each 
man know not only his job but all the 
jobs in his division. And we learned 
them. As fitting-out progressed, men 
became familiar with the ship and equip- 
ment and soon were ready to begin the 
shake-down training. This training is 
rigorous, entails long hours of work, 
and as the men are new to each other, 
takes a while to get the Navy teamwork 
spirit. 

One point that helped relations on the 
ship was the mascot, Queenie. А non- 
descript mongrel, she boarded the ship 
at Jacksonville, became a real sea-going 
sailor and remained with us until her 
death. 

The 350 proceeded down the St. John's 
River to Mayport, Florida, where she 
stayed for a few days testing the gear. 
Soon she was ready for the first long 
trip. Mayport to Norfolk. Some sailors 
will smile at the use of the word long, 
but please remember this—a YMS is 136 
feet long and 28 feet wide. Any motion 
of the sea at all causes her to roll vio- 
lently—YP and SC sailors know this also. 

Final it came. England ahoy. Into 
the teeth of a December gale we tagged 
along behind a convoy with six other 
YMS's. Snow, sleet, and rain came down 
in torrents, limiting visibility. Fog horns 
blowing incessantly. Some men stood 
double watches, the second one at the 
rail gazing into the rough sea and, oh, 
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so sick. Queenie, our mascot, kept slid- 
ing back and forth across the wet decks 
of the galley with a look of amazement 
on her face. Christmas was spent in mid- 
ocean., We reached Falmouth, England, 
on January 6th. 

After installation of sweep gear, amid 
the perpetual Irish rain, we returned to 
Falmouth and awaited the long-antici- 
pated invasion of Europe. Time was spent 
testing the gear and running through 
formations. Going to Plymouth, we 
waited a few more days. Here we saw 
the landing craft loading up with sol- 
diers. Finally the ships were sealed. The 
crews were briefed on their duties dur- 
ing the invasion. We were informed that 
due to not having proper sweep gear we 
weren't to go in first. That was for an- 
other outfit and we did not mind letting 
them do it either, for it is much more 
dangerous than routine sweeping. 

D-day. The long-awaited invasion was 
on. Full speed ahead for France. Arriv- 
ing at the assault area we anchored for 
two hours. Only two miles away was 
the beach and we had a grand-stand seat 
for the biggest show on earth. Terrific 
fighting was visible on the beachhead. 
Destroyers were laying in close to shore 
pounding away at the German pill-boxes. 
The big battlewagons, anchored in the 
bay, sent salvo after salvo screaming 
inland. A group of Rangers hugging the 
edge of a cliff until the pill-box, only a 
few feet above their heads, was knocked 
out so they could begin their dangerous 
work. Magnificent air coverage was pro- 
vided and it seemed hardly necessary to 
identify aircraft. 

Up anchor and begin sweeping. Pa- 
trolling back and forth we swept in close 
to the beach between the two American 
beachheads. Sighting some movement on 
the beach the lookouts saw a group of 


Germans setting up a mortar to fire on 
our formation of sweeps. A destroyer 
was waiting for them, however, and fired 
one salvo at them, which was all that 
was necessary. The destroyers, among 
others, did a wonderful job during the 
invasion but we were particularly grate- 
ful after that occurrence. 

For the next week we swept from 
dawn until dusk to the accompaniment 
of big guns. During the nights the ships 
were bothered by aircraft but as the 
troops moved inland it lessened. A few 
times we opened up on planes that were 
coming close but no hits were observed. 
The USS Quincy opened up on a plane, 
filling the sky with lead, and as it flew 
close to us, the shells went screaming 
over our heads, giving us quite a scare 
for a minute. The anti-aircraft barrage 
put up from the beaches at night were 
picturesque but it seemed queer to think 
of that when you knew men were dying 
there. 

Once the USS ARKANSAS requested us 
to sweep their anchorage and another 
sweep and the 350 were detailed to it. 
During the sweep a destroyer was in 
our path and signaled him. The ARKANSAS 
replied exactly at the same time as the 
destroyer. We asked the destroyer to 
move and the battlewagon took it to 
mean them. Sarcastically they blinked 
back, “Do you mean us?” Very humbly 
we apologized—imagine a spit-kit tell- 
ing a battlewagon to get the hell out 
of the way! 

After a few weeks we returned to 
England for supplies, fuel, and much- 
needed rest. General quarters had been 
frequent and everyone was exhausted. 
On the trip back across the channel we 
had to watch closely because of the 
tremendous amount of shipping plying 
back and forth between England and 
France. During this time the storm came 
up that did so much damage to ship- 
ping in the Bay of Seine but fortunately, 
we were safe and snug in the harbor at 
Plymouth during the gale. Returning 
five days later we sighted scenes of havoc 
where ships had been tossed up on the 
beach by the force of the storm. Many 
of the ships had had to keep the engines 
going ahead to keep the anchors from 
being ripped off. We received orders to 
prepare for a dangerous sweep. Saturday, 
July 1st, was spent checking sweep gear. 
Some mail was received aboard by us 
from an LCVP. The mail service in the 
bay had been splendid. We had received 
it regularly the whole time the invasion 
was going on. 

Sunday dawned, a clear day, a smooth 
sea. Anxiety ran high among the crew. 
Up anchor and away we steamed for 
newly - liberated Cherbourg. Sweeping 
operations commenced immediately upon 
arrival and the monotonous, but never 
dull, routine began again. All day long, 
back and forth, the squadron steamed. 
We were sweeping one of the most 
dangerous minefields ever encountered. 
As we swept we could see on the break- 
water of the harbor, army engineers who 
were throwing over land mines into the 
water and the water spouts they caused. 
Late in the afternoon a mine was cut 
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loose and commenced floating around. 
That afforded target practice and some- 
thing to do to break the monotonous 
routine. Things like that are appreciated, 
and while it may be dangerous, it takes 
your mind off what could happen. 

Evening came. Stil sweeping. God, 
won't we ever secure? Then down the 
line from the squadron commander came 
the order to recover gear and secure. 
As all the other ships turned out to sea 
and proceeded to recover their gear, the 

. 350 was just beginning another run. It 
was to complete that run and then we 
were to secure until dawn the next day. 
Detonations of mines jarred the ship and 
water spouted high in the air. Everyone 
was elated as we proceeded alone. 

Suddenly it happened! There was a 
terrific explosion and men and equip- 
ment went flying through the air. As I 
crouched behind the flag bag on the 
flying bridge I could see two heavy 20mm 
machine guns and mounts shoot off the 
decks like K-guns. When the air cleared 
and things settled it was found the ship 
had its stern blown off and was taking 
water rapidly. Men were floating in the 
water nearby and their cries assured us 
they were desperately in need of aid. 
Everyone on the main deck had been 
blown over the side and those on the 
bridge rushed to give all possible as- 
sistance to men in the water. We pre- 
pared to abandon ship. 

The engineering officer, Ens. Petro, 
rushed back to the scene and found one 
of his men, D. B. Everhart, MoMMic, 
trapped. He had been blown up in the 
air from the engine room hatch and 
landed back on the deck. Timbers from 
the ship had pinned him down. Quickly 
securing aid, they released the wounded 
man and placed him tenderly in a 
stretcher. 

Richie Stine, MoMM1c, had been blown 
high into the air, did a couple of somer- 
saults, landed in the water, and came up 
uninjured beside a float. As six other 
men came drifting by, he pulled them 
into him and quickly secured them to 
the float with some line. This kept them 
all together and allowed a speedy rescue. 

Red Morrow, СМІс, got up from the 
deck of the pilot house with blood 
streaming down his face and rushed to 
the main deck to give aid, although he 
himself needed it. As I passed through 
the wheel house on the way to the of- 
fice I logged the time of the explosion. 
Then proceeding to the ship's office I 
picked up the records and accounts of 
a new man and took them and the log 
to the main deck. Arriving there I found 
Morrow, Ens. Starnes, and some others 
trying to free a rubber life raft. Un- 
covering it from under the debris we 
threw it over and Red and I jumped in. 
Paddling for all we were worth, we 
rushed back to aid the injured. Wood 
and equipment littered the water. Luck- 
ily we didn't get a flat on the way. Pick- 
ing up five men we proceeded to a 
British ML that had arrived on the scene. 
It was a heart-breaking task. One of the 
boys we picked up realized he was dying 
and all he could say was, *Oh, Alex, I'm 
going.” Covering my discouragement I 
tried to cheer him, but I'm afraid my 
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voice cracked as I spoke. One fellow 
surprised us. As we lifted him up aboard 
the ML we found he was entirely nude 
from the waist down. Even his shoes 
were blown off. After getting them all 
out of the water, we paddled to another 
YMS which we boarded. There we got 
dry, clean clothes, and good, hot coffee. 

Meanwhile, back aboard the ship, the 
men were rushing around preparing to 
abandon ship. There was very little time. 
Life rafts were cut loose. Rescue signals 
were sent. Depth charges checked. All 
compartments were inspected. Secret 
equipment destroyed. Reluctantly the 
skipper ordered Abandon Ship. As the 
ship settled the men swam away through 
thick Diesel oil and floating wood to 
nearby ships. Lt. (jg) Kibbey climbed 
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"The bridge of У М529, under Lt. 


R. G. Wilson (holding ковці) during а 


aboard ап ML, then turned to assist the 
others. As he did so he noted а man 
who was tiring rapidly. Diving over, he 
swam to his side and pulled him back 
to the ML, saving him from drowning. 


Four of the men were picked up by a 
PT boat that had sped to the rescue. It 
immediately put about, seeing everyone 
else had been rescued, and left the rest 
of us. The PT had two admirals aboard 
and our four boys had the honor of be- 
ing served coffee by admirals. They were 
separated from us for several days and 
we were later reunited in Plymouth. 


As we got underway for the Bay of 
Seine two other minesweepers came 
alongside and put aboard their pharma- 
cist'S mates. These men worked tirelessly 
aiding the wounded. Space was very 
limited and the galley and wardrooms 
were filled. When we arrived at the bay 
we moored alongside an AM that had 
a doctor aboard and transferred the 
wounded. We reviewed our experience 
as this was the first time we had all 
been together since the explosion. Dur- 
ing the night some of the men paid the 
supreme sacrifice. That night of horror 
was the most nerve-wracking of all to 
the uninjured. No one could sleep—we 
just lay in our bunks, lent us by the 
crews of the other sweeps, thinking of 
all the boys. Fellows we had been with 
for so long and so closely they seemed 
like brothers. 


The next day we proceeded to Eng- 
land where the wounded were placed 
in the hospital and the rest of us were 
sent to Plymouth. What a way we spent 
the Fourth of July, bouncing down nar- 
row English lanes in a truck. Soon after 
that our records were squared away 
and we caught a transport for the States. 
In no time at all we were home and off 
on thirty days' leave. 


5 


tense 


moment, YMS29 participated in three invasions and saw hundreds of air attacks. 
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So You Wanna Be a Yeoman? 


A Guy Who Knows Says, 


“It Ain't No Life of Riley” 


Ву DOUG WILSON 


HE kid was scared. From the top of 

his head to the toes of his spotlessly 

cleaned shoes there was no doubt 
about it. The beads of sweat that were 
pouring out of his forehead, detouring 
around a promiscuous nose and into a 
flimsy mustache, which if described as 
being bleached would be the iota of un- 
derstatement, further testified to his 
twitchy nerves. His constant twiddling of 
a hat indicated that he wasn't quite cer- 
tain whether he was going to get shot or 
hung—or both. Yes, he certainly realized 
he was on a hot spot for hadn't he always 
heard from the husky right-arm rates 
and dingy fireroom dudes that all yeomen 
existed on the cringings they caused 
boots? 

“Sir,” he says to me. “Sir — — — — 

“Son, you don't “sir” me. I'm an enlisted 
man like yourself and even though I have 
the exalted and time-honored position of 
ship's writer, commonly referred to in the 
vernacular as yeoman, I'm still of the 
common everyday variety of hoi polloi. 
Just treat me as an equal, son—just an 
equal." Which is the way I cut in on him 
graciously and paternally. Of course, I 
should admit that if the old man hadn't 
been listening in I would never have 
thought to stop him from sirring and, had 
he neglected to do so, I might even have 
prodded him on a bit. Hrumph. 

*Gee, thanks! But, what I wanta know 
is can I be a yeoman and," he paused, 
gulping severely, *do I wanta?" 

“As to your first question, there is some 
doubt. À yeoman must be of keen intel- 
lect, ambitious worker, conscientious ob- 
jector towards right or wrong, a brilliant 
conversationalist, a dramatic orator, an 
excellent mathematician, a handsome 
courier, and a genial personality. Very 
few of the specie of mankind can come 
up to these standards of perfection and, 
consequently, deteriorate into machinist 
mates (aviation and otherwise), quarter- 
masters, ship’s cooks, radiomen, and some 
even go so low as to become pharmacist’s 
mates. 

“As to whether or not you WANT to 
become a yeoman. Why CERTAINLY, 
absolutely and positively. EVERYONE 
wants to become a yeoman but very few 
can make the grade. Those poor unfortu- 
nates who fall out along the roadside in 
their pitiful attempts to become success- 
ful usually tuck their tails carefully un- 
der their legs, sneak away into the bilges 
or some equally heinous hideaway and 
quietly, discontentedly and listlessly de- 
velop into snipes and the like. Why, son, 
certainly you want to become a yeoman— 
a member of that grand and glorious fra- 
ternal association of key-tappers. What 
ever made you ask such an asinine ques- 
tion?” 


” 


“Well, a long time ago my brother sent 


home an OUR Navy in which a dude 
named Sandy Egaux wrote and said some 
terrible things about yeomen. T 
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Two and one tenths percent of our present 
Naval Personnel, male and female, are 
yeomen. The other ninety seven and nine 
tenths percent of the Navy spend their 
time alternating with cussing out the yeo- 


men and wishing they were one. Here, for 

the first time, the qualifications, etcetera, 

2 a yeoman are discussed—by a guy who 
ows. 


“Now wait just a minute, son, and let 
me tell you a little something about this 
Sandy Egaux individual as he now tabu- 
lates himself. A moment ago I told you 
what happens to these sad losers who 
TRY to be yeomen and miss out because 
of inefficiency, lack of savvy and so forth. 
Well, this Sandy Egaux was at one time 
a yeoman striker in the aviation office of 
the Cotorapo, although to be perfectly 
truthful, he didn't last long. It seems that 
the powers that be decided that there 
were plenty of applicants for the honored 
position of chief waste-paper-basket- 
emptier and inasmuch as he didn't have 
too much on the ball, out he went. As is 
the usual happening, he was caught on 
the rebounce by some unfortunate mon- 
key mate and eventually developed into 
being an aviation chief mech. Of course, 
you could probably gather the ending of 
this story from what I've told you about 
the unsuccessful candidates for a yeo- 
man's berth. None of them ever amount 
to much. 

“Too, it is a curious fact to note that 
Sandy Egaux is not this individual's hon- 


pe, it's not 
the new uniform for POs. It's just our old 
friend the Yeoman, back in Civil War Days. 


est-to-goodness name. And, I think I can 
explain why he uses a non-de-plume, so 
to speak. In the first place, he has for a 
number of years been putting thoughts 
and stuff down on paper and sending 
them into various and sundry unsuspect- 
ing publications. He used to write under 
his own name but due to the hordes of 
scalp hunters he now has chasing him, 
he has not only assumed an alias, but 
has also gone into seclusion in some hick 
town by the name of Seattle, Naturally, 
the man's conscience bothers him and if 
he still called himself by his right name, 
he wouldn't be able to sleep nights. So, 
he tags himself Sandy Egaux and due to 
the fact he can't even pronounce his 
present last name, he is no longer tor- 
tured with nightmarish pictures of him- 
self chasing poor little defenseless yeo- 
men around the globe." 

"Yeah, but he sez that all yeomen 
make a lot of cabbage copying dirty 
poems and selling them. Dirty poems, 
Geeeeee!" 

"Sure, but he forgot to mention the 
fact that we make a great deal more 
money just READING these poems to 
the uneducated and moronic individuals 
holding sway in the bowels of the ship. 
Why, these people he represents are so 
eager to hear such tales they even offer 
to polish the shoes of all hands that can 
pound a typewriter and read English 
print—just so they can afford themselves 
security against missing out on the latest 
of the pornographic slime. All yeomen 
laugh at them and at the same time re- 
member what Barnum said about one 
being born every minute. He could have 
modified that somewhat by saying that 
most of them wore a red stripe when 
they joined the Navy." 

“How about this late hour business. He 
said you don't really have to work nights 
which is good because I don't like that 
idea very much." 

“True, son, true. We SHOULDN'T have 
to work nights IF the other departments 
aboard ship would get their rough work 
in on time. However, invariably, the 
machinist mates, gunners mates and 
log-writer-uppers can't seem to accom- 
plish their daily dozens in anything un- 
der eight hours, consequently bringing 
their rough data in for typing just before 
liberty call. These unthinking individuals 
shove off on the first liberty boat leaving 
the yeoman with a day's work to be ac- 
complished before they can knock off. 
Ah, yes, my boy! If the other rates got 
their rough work in on time, the yeoman 
could work on a routine day and there 
wouldn't be any night work. 

"He also told you, didn't he, that yeo- 
men never stood watches, night or other- 
wise? HA! He proved his ignorance with 
that statement. Show me the battle wagon 
that puts out without a yeoman ‘talker’ 
on the bridge day and night; or the sub 
that doesn't utilize its ship's writer as 
helmsman, lookout, ditty-bag keeper and 
the like during the wee hours of the 
night. And, if it is true that we didn't 
have to stand watches, somebody is mak- 
ing an awful sap out of me or I'm pretty 
gol-darned easy—one of the two for I 
should like to have a ten cent war stamp 
for every mid watch Ive stood during 
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which Ive had to answer the foolish 
queries as to “Hey, yoe, mix me up a job 
order—huh? Oh, ya on watch? Geeeee! ” 

“I wanta be a yeoman so I can tell 
people to go to hell, I like to tell people 
that.” 

“Oh, you do, do you? Well, son, I'm 
glad to have met you but you're just 
wasting my time now. The last time I 
told a chief that he had only four hash- 
marks on—a boot so to speak—I tasted 
the society like refreshments of the brig 
for five days. Why, kiddo, as a yeoman 
you can't as much as backfire a dirty 
thought down a seaman second's throat 
without having him go running to the 
Old Man demanding redress of wrong 
because that “#$%#*%*&#$ yeoman in- 
sulted my finer instincts.’ And the gold 
braid your friend Sandy told you ‘pro- 
tected’ us are a big help. The minute you 
very slyly stick out your tongue at 
Machinist Mate UMPTY UMP, you're 
down for insubordination. Oh, we get 
away with a lot we do.” 

“Hey, why aintcha hair combed and 
your finger nails polished. I thought 

”> 

“You just keep on thinking, sonny boy, 
but if you're willing to believe some 
cheap propaganda against your own eye- 
sight, there's something wrong with your 
intellect and you having a monkey's 
chance of becoming a yeoman. 


*And while I'm hot, your idea of the 
typical bluejacket also quaked about get- 
ting a surly answer from a yeoman every 
time he asked for something official to 
be done (evidently ne has never had a 
yeoman do any personal jobs for him— 
much). Son, he's probably the kind of a 
guy that comes rushing into the office all 
out of breath, waving a sheat of oil soaked 
papers inscribed with undecipherable 
hieroglyphics and says, ‘Pll wait—yuh got 
two minutes to get this out or Tm going 
to the man.’ То hell with the daily ration 
memo, daily report of prisoners, log, filing, 
declaration of a deserter, discharge, re- 
enlistment, transfer of personnel, receipt 
of books, the exec's claim for reimburse- 
ment for dependent's travel. Yeah, to hell 
with all this you've been working on 
when this monkey mate needs this data 
on the fuel consumption on number two 
turbine six months ago on paper right 
away. Surly answer? Why, he's lucky he 
doesn't get number two mill corkscrewed 
into his right eardrum. 

"Too, this writer of nonsensical drip- 
page would have you believe that the 
reason why  yeomen are universally 
“picked on" by other rates is that we in- 
still an “inferiority complex" in the poor 
ittsy bittsy weenie-weenie firemen and 
such who pop in with their dopey re- 
quests. Woo-woo! Has anyone an extra 
psychiatrist hanging around that can help 
these poor mechs and gunners de-louse 
themselves of this serious mental hang- 
over? Next, someone will be claiming 
that we give them ‘dementia praecox’ by 
shaking our heads violently at them.” 

“I always thot yeomen wuz smart but 
Sandy sez they don’t know nuttin’ about 
other guys rates—just their own.” 

“That’s enough. I don’t know what 
makes a battery tick and give off a blue 
spark or the engines perk or a three inch 
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jump—that’s true. But, I do know A-N, 
my petty officer’s manual and Navy regs. 
Every man in the Navy is supposed to 
know what the service is all about and 
if they’d take the trouble to enroll for 
a correspondence course in reading, they’d 
find out things they are supposed to 
know—things which we yeomen have to 
sit down and patiently explain in great 
detail every time they show up around 
the office and thoroughly and competent- 
ly put their ignorance on display. It gets 
pretty monotonous telling a guy with 
fifteen years service what pay grade he’s 
in, and who the Secretary of the Navy is, 
and how many pay periods he has finished 
day in and day out. You'll find that most 
every other rate in the Navy is bound up 
in the four bulkheads of their own job. 
They don’t take time out to find how 
the other part of the Navy lives and 
what the other guy’s job is all about. To 
hell with what they’re supposed to know, 
they’ll learn what they damn well please 
and that’s all. A yeoman has to have a 
working knowledge of every other man’s 
rating plus the organization of the Navy 
and all its branches. Because we know 
this and because we try to instill some of 
this dope into the noggins of other ratings, 
we're accused of the crime of conscien- 
tiousness—something your Sandy Egaux 
wouldn't know anything about. 

And, incidentally, I have а ‘Do пої 
Touch' sign on my typewriter, too. That's 
to keep your sledge handed gunners and 
water tenders from wrecking a piece of 
delicate machinery. Why, one time I let 
a mech type a letter to his heart beat 
and each time he pounded a key, he de- 
liberated for five minutes, looked around, 
and then walloped the cripes out of it as 
if he were Joe Louis and the key were 
Maxie (the Bum) Baer. We don't keep 
several replacements of the gear we work 
with and it isn't as easy to draw a new 
typewriter as it is to scream out and 
collect a new piston or valve." 

“He says you're supposed to do all those 
little personal pieces of work like writ- 
ing up requests for waivers and answer- 
ing dun notes and stuff. How about that, 
huh?" 

"NUTS! Any time some dude comes 
into my shack and tells me ‘Yuh gotta 
do this ог TIl lam ya’—he gets thrown 
out on his kibister without any further 
ceremony. Break out the book and read 
it for an hour. That tells you what we are 
supposed to do and what not to do. Any 
guy with twenty years of service and a 
chief petty officer to boot should know 
by now that all those bits of doodads are 
strictly cumshaw and there are only a 
few yeomen who won’t be around and 
help out when ASKED—not ORDERED 
to do those things.” 

“Do you swear at the poor misguided 
individuals that line up at your door like 
Egaux says you always do?” 

“Hell. yes! Often. Particularly at the 
guy who sticks his schnozzola into the 
window just as I pat my last curly lock 
into place and start heading for the 
beach, and a DEMAND that I write his 
Aunt Mamie for him and tell her he'll 
write someday when he finds himself a 
pencil; or when some guy comes in and 
throws a sheaf of papers on top of your 
mill with a ‘Mix it, Joe, I’m in a hurry.’ 


HE’s in a hurry! The fact that I might 
have been working on the record of a 
summary court didn’t enter into it at all 
—this guy was in a hurry and me, the 
enlisted man’s messenger and lackey, I 
was supposed to jump through all the 
hoops. Yes I did—not! You'll find that 
all other ratings in this man’s outfit con- 
sider the yeoman as his own personal 


and private secretary and stooge, to do 


as they desire when they want it. When 
they get this dopey notion out of their 
noggins, they’ll soon discover that the 
yeoman will be a great deal more accom- 
modating and eager to help out. The 
minute some guy gives me the impres- 
sion that he believes Tm supposed to do 
his personal tit-tats—he’s out of luck 
from then on. I work officially for the 
Navy—not Navy personnel. When I do 
something on the side I don’t expect to 
get a growl for it. Your friend, and ally, 
Sandy Egaux can sit right down and 
enumerate a dozen times, if he’s honest 
enough, that a yeoman has stepped out 
of place and done him a cumshaw favor. 
But, he’s typical of the clique, he slams 
the yeoman at the moment because he 
doesn’t need anything. But, tomorrow 
morning or the day after, he’ll ooze into 
the Exec’s office and say to the quills, 
‘Gee, that guy Sandy Egaux is ап awful : 
puke, isn’t he? He sure has a hellva nerve 
writing like that about you poor fellows 
who are working hard all the time. Will 
yuh write out a claim for me, huh?’ 

“Son, they are all the same—there isn’t 
a particle of difference in any of them. 

“ГІ tell you, kid. If you become a yeo- 
man you're in for a lot of grief. We get 
a lot of cumshaw here and there and 
sometimes we get a soft berth for a while. 
But, don't you ever forget it, we earn 
every bit of it. You won't go wrong in 
becoming a yeoman and I wouldn't change 
my rate for the best gol darned chief's 
berth in the Navy. But, you'll take a lot 
of back lip from guys who don't know 
the difference between the Greek alpha- 
bet and a Salisbury steak." 

“Gee, whizz— Maybe I'd better strike 
for boatswain's mate or radioman. They 
don't have to know nothing—oughta be 
easy. But, say, how come the women can 
take it if you guys have so much trouble. 
I hear WAVES are taking yeoman's jobs 
now." 

“Look, son, come around some time 
and ГЇЇ tell you what propaganda is. Sure, 
the women are taking off on our jobs— 
ASHORE. All these sea-going *real" sail- 
ors of the artificer and seaman branches 
have suddenly found out that a yeoman 
comes in mighty handily aboard ship dur- 
ing war time and they're just plane plum 
out of luck without them. So, a terrific 
scream has been sent up to the powers 
that be resulting in the quills on the beach 
relinquishing their jobs to the so-called 
fairer sex and taking their places shoul- 
der to shoulder with the guys who think 
we can't take it. Watch your ‘Honor Rolls’ 
from now on and see the number of 
yeomen on them. There isn't a one of us 
who isn't doing our job and doing it 
well as any other two rates in the Navy. 

“Yeh—the women are taking over all 
right. So we can go to sea and help out 
the guys who are doing the tall scream- 
ing. So long, kid. Ill be seeing ya!" 
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Suicide Susie 


The Susan B. Anthony Had Been Bombed So Often She Became a Legend 


By JAMES SAVAGE, as Told to EDWARD PINKOWSKI 


TANDING on the old pier somewhere 

in Southern Wales, waiting to go 
aboard the troopship Susan B. ANTHONY 
with their gear, were hundreds of steel- 
helmeted American soldiers. It was D- 
Day minus four. The captain of the 
troopship, a tall, brown-haired veteran of 
the seas, viewed them as if he were tak- 
ing on one of the greatest responsibilities 
. of his career. 

"Captain Gray," asked a U.S. Army 
officer, “where are you going to put all 
those soldiers?" 

“We'll get them on,” he confided. “We 
have plenty of room.” 

“But, Captain, what will happen if we 
get in trouble?” 

“We'll get them off safely.” 

The commanding officer, Commander 
Thos. L. Gray, was brief and thorough in 
‘everything he did. The combat soldiers 
came aboard one by one, and were mus- 
tered by a strong-voiced sergeant. “Jenk- 
ins,” he growled, and the soldier named 
came forward replying “Alfred.” 

By late afternoon the transport was 
loaded with soldiers, from privates to 
generals, and 300 men in the crew, and 
started on her way to the rendezvous. 
She hadn’t the glamour of an aircraft 
carrier or a new battleship. She was just 
a troopship—a 500-foot, unsung troop- 
ship named for a courageous woman 
suffragist. 

But she was at Port Lyautey, in the 
amphibious invasion of North Africa, and 
later at Scoglitti, Sicily. This big lady 
had been bombed, strafed, and shelled 
until she had become something of a 
legend among her crew. Some called her 
*Suicide Susie" because off Sicily she was 
* tied up 56 hours disembarking troops and 
fighting off five separate night bombing 
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attacks simultaneously. At both times 
she was commanded by Captain Henry 
Hartley. 

Her crew was well seasoned and satis- 
fied with the rugged, physically condi- 
tioned soldiers now rolling slowly with 
them around the tip of southern Eng- 
land. The guess of the crew was that the 
long-awaited invasion of Fortress Europe 
was about to take place and that Susie 
would play her part. 

Destroyers and cruisers protected her 
from the sea and planes overhead. Bomb- 
ers roared overhead on their way to 
France and Germany. The heat was on! 
Susie was on her way to Hitler's coming- 
out party in Normandy. 

Of course she had not been invited. 
But this made little difference to her 
crew and passengers— they knew that 
they would be gate-crashers. 

Susie's skipper prepared for all this. 
He alerted all divisions. The Chief En- 
gineer, Lt. Comdr. Hjalmar Westerberg, 
a broad and chunky Swede who loved 
engines as much as he did the sea, made 
a final check of the engineering spaces. 
Everything was in order. : 

On D-Day plus one, as part of the crew 
and most of the troops were eating morn- 
ing chow, Susie suddenly bucked like a 
horse. Her stern was blown out of the 
water. Soldiers and sailors were hurled 
against bulkheads like so much chaff. 

Art Grimes, 21-year-old RM3c, of Co- 
lumbus, Ohio, found himself with scram- 
bled eggs in his blouse pocket and sugar 
and salt in his hair. 

Before the men could regain their feet, 
another explosion rocked the troop-laden 
vessel. The destruction was so complete 
that she now resembled a seagoing junk 
yard. You could not have done any more 


damage if you had picked up the ship 
and rattled it to pieces. 

No power. No lights. Strong fumes 
filled the compartments. Steam let loose 
and slowly ate up the oxygen in the fire- 
rooms and enginerooms, making it al- 
most impossible for anyone to remain 
in the engine and firerooms. But the men 
on watch below knew something had to 
be done. . 

Max Schwartz and Mel Parker, both 
MMhilce, secured the main injection valves 
in the lower engine room. Fred Morri- 
son, WTic, Tony Fill, WT2c, and Virgil 
Noble, WT3c, secured steam valves for 
ruptured lines in the fireroom. 

Despite their efforts, and those of 
others, the lower compartments took on 
water too fast. The damage parties had 
to give up the lower spaces. 

One of the machinist’s mates from the 
engineering repair party was stopped in 
a passageway leading to a troop com- 
partment that he was checking for 
casualties. 

“How about borrowing your flash- 
light?” asked an Army 2nd lieutenant. 

The MM hesitated. He had heard that 
voice before, and it wasn't on the ship. 
Suddenly he remembered where he had 
seen the tall, slim officer before. It was 
back home in Framingham, Massachu- 
setts, and it had been 10 years since he 
had last seen the Army officer. 

What a coincidence to meet at a time 
like this! There was not a minute to lose. 
The signal gang had been ordered to 
semaphore for more rescue ships. One 
signalman, not being able to find his 
flags, picked up two white hats and used 
them to transmit a message. 

The soldiers were crowded closer and 
closer together as the inrushing water 
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forced them to higher and higher levels. 
"Soupie" Campbell, МоММіс, and Pat 
Harris, WTic, tried to rig an emergency 
pump at number 5 hold. But they soon 
found themselves working in water up 
to their knees. In the fireroom, the fuel 
oil on top of the rising water reached the 
fireboxes, leaving the fireroom a blazing 
inferno. There was no longer any hope 
of saving the ship. 

Commander Gray, with a megaphone 
in hand, directed the soldiers to move 
several feet to the right, to the left, back 
and forth in an effort to correct the ship's 
list. He worked like an expert ballet 
master. 

He had not much time as the ship was 
settling in the water rapidly. It was 
chilly and cloudy, and the sound of guns 
in the distance had a certain urgency in 
it. LST's, LCIs and other craft pulled 
alongside the sinking ship to evacuate 
her soldier passengers, and to take them 
up to the new beachhead. The soldiers, 
jam-packed as they were, acted as if they 
had been on the ocean and in the Navy 
for years, They were panic-proof. 

By the time all the soldiers were off 
the ship, the stern was under water and 
the water was approaching the ward- 
room passageway. The damage control 
parties kept on. The last of the troops had 
left the ship. Not a man was lost. This 
is probably the first time in Navy his- 
tory that a troop transport went down 
under the enemy attack without a loss 
of life. 

Susie's skipper finally ordered all 
hands to abandon ship. There was an 
LCI remaining alongside to rescue them. 
Some of the sailors who now scrambled 
down to the LCI were saved from death 
by a freak of nature. Henry Wolf, MM2c, 
for example, was on watch in the shaft 
alley when the underwater explosions 
occurred. Machinery several hundred feet 
away was completely wrecked, and Wolf 
was fortunately not even scratched. 

About 30 men were left aboard when 
the scramble net connecting the LCI and 
Susie parted and the LCI was forced to 
move away from the dangerously listing 
ship. The men left aboard took to the 
water. Among them were Machinist Rus- 
sel Noyes, Al Cole, CMM, Bill Holler, 
ММ1е, and Charles Cambre, EM3c. They 
swam away from the stricken ship and 
were soon picked up by circling rescue 
craft. 

Commander Gray, who was also skip- 
per of the ship when she was previously 
the 15,000-ton Grace Liner Santa Clara, 
was, in true tradition of the sea, the last 
man to leave the ship. Just before he left, 
fire broke out of the stack and the pas- 
sageways. Flames shot toward the sky. 
The survivors looked back to see their 
fire-stricken ship, half of which was al- 
ready deep in water, roll over on her 
side like a dying elephant and sink be- 
neath the waves. A short distance away 
was the Normandy beachhead. 


Mac had been walking down the street 
with one foot in the gutter and the other 
on the sidewalk. He was not getting along 
very well. After about a half-mile, he 
met the shore patrol. “You’re drunk,” 
said the S.P. “Thank goodness,” he re- 
plied. “I thought that I was lame.” 


Mip-Aprit, 1945 


Faces that е] 
old as his 


feel almost as 
youngashis | 


after a cool, 
cool Ingram 


shave... 
و‎ 


RIEND ... let Ingram Shaving 

Cream make your morning chore 
almost a pleasure! Ingram bursts into 
whisker-wilting lather in seconds. 
Helps condition your face for shaving, 
cools razor burns and stings. And best 
ої all...that wonderful Ingram coolness 
lingers! And lingers! So treat yourself 
to an Ingram Shave tomorrow. Get a 
jar or tube today—at the nearest drug 
or ship’s service store. 
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Whats in a Name? 


Ву RICHARD SHAFTER 


HE fight in Surigao Strait is now 

generally admitted to have been the 
most crucial of the various actions that 
made the Second Battle ої the Philip- 
pines of last October а Trafalgar for 
Japan's naval power in the Pacific. 

In the words of the UP correspondent 
who gave the first eye witness account 
of the battle, “The Tokyo Express 
rammed into the Americal Naval Lim- 
ited.” But five battlewagons in that 
American Limited train of ships were 
veritable ghost ships. They were the 
WEST VIRGINIA, MARYLAND, TENNESSEE, 
CALIFORNIA and PENNSYLVANIA—all ships 
that the Japs believed to be resting safely 
in the muddy bottom of Pearl Harbor's 
Battleship Row. But the ghosts had come 
back, *all modernized and more powerful 
than ever,” as the Navy officially and 
with no uncertain pride declared. It was 
that line of ghost ships, weirdly illumi- 
nated in the dark night by flickering star 
shells and stabbing searchlights, that 
blocked the exit to Surigao Strait, that 
sealed off the trap in which a major por- 
tion of the Mikado's Grand Fleet found 
itself. 

The “WzEEVIE,” as the WEST VIRGINIA is 
affectionately called by all who ever 
served on her, is the second ship by her 
name. The first WEST VIRGINIA was one 
of a series of heavy armored 13,000-ton 
cruisers of forty years ago. Their names 
were changed to city names about ten 
years later, shortly before our entry into 
the first world war. The Navy then con- 
templated the building of a series of new 
battleships, to whom the old names were 
assigned. The old WEST VIRGINIA received 
the name of HUNTINGTON in the shuffle. 

As was that first, so the new “WEEVIE” 
was built by the Newport News Ship- 
building & Drydock Company. The first 
WEST VIRGINIA had been Hull No. 38 of 
that yard; the second had the hull num- 
ber 211, one digit higher than her sister- 
ship, the MARYLAND, which gave the whole 
class her name. It was a ships' class that 
remained until the advent of the Мовтн 
CAROLINA ships in 1940 the most formid- 
able not merely of our own Navy, but 
also in comparison with the mightiest 
ships other navies could offer. 

The two ships of the CALIFORNIA class 
ої 1915—CarrFoRNIA and TENNESSEE—had 
still been armed with 14-inch guns, the 
last battlewagons of our Navy to be thus 
armed. They carried twelve of these 
guns. The MARYLANDS instead have eight 
16-inch guns, that made them equal in 
firepower to the famous RobNEY and 
NELSON which Great Britain launched 
five to six years later. And as the Surigao 
Strait battle was to prove, it made them 
far superior to Japan's Fuso. and Yama- 
shiro, two battlewagons of equal vintage 


and tonnage to the MARYLANDS, which. 
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however stil carried 14-inchers in their 
main battery. 

Of the three MARYLAND class ships, the 
"WEEVIE" was the last to take to the water. 
She was launched on November 19, 1921, 
commissioned twelve days later. 

In the normal course of time the 
"WEEVIE" and her sister ships would have 
come in for renovation in the early 'for- 
ties. In fact, the “WEEVIE” had already 
been ordered to the Bremerton Naval 
Yard for a general overhaul in Novem- 
ber '41, but at the last moment the orders 
were countermanded. Things looked. too 
dark in the Pacific to let one of the big 
bruisers go home for an indeterminable 
length of time. As it was she was to 
become the one of our 16-inch-gun ships 
to absorb the most punishment during 
the Pearl Harbor sneak attack. 

She was lying near the northeast end 
of Ford Island, with the older TENNESSEE 
moored beside her further inshore. The 
island formed a natural protection 
against torpedo plane attack from that 
side, and consequently the “WEEVvIE” took 
all the six tinfish destined for the pair 
of them into her starboard side. One of 
the Jap torps struck her aft, and she 
began to settle by the stern. Another 
ripped her to pieces forward and started 
a fire in the fuel tanks. Lieut. Comman- 
der John S. Harper, her first lieutenant 
and damage control officer, ordered the 
ballast tanks on the port—and inshore— 
side flooded, to counteract her tendency 
to turn turtle on her starboard side, as 
the OKLAHOMA, moored some distance 
astern, was even then doing, a mere two 
minutes after the first Jap torpedo war- 
head had ripped into her. 

While the “Wervir’s” men were fighting 
the raging fires and manning their anti- 
aircraft guns to take such revenge as 
they could on the sneak attackers, a sec- 
ond attack, this time by dive bombers, 
got under way. The stricken ship ab- 
sorbed two more hits squarely on her 
deck. It was then that the “WEEVIE’S” 
skipper, Captain Mervin S. Bennion, lost 
his life. In company with his navigator, 
Lieutenant Commander T. T. Beattie, the 
captain had gone to his battle station 
in the conning tower at the first alarm. 
When the communications system went 
out because of the fires and the repeated 
bomb hits, both, Capt. Bennion and 
Commdr. Beattie, went to the exposed 
starboard wing of the outer bridge, 
where they could have an unobstructed 
view of the ship. Another dive bomber 
made a run-in, with the TENNEsSEE as 
his mark. The bomb dropped on the for- 
ward turret of the *Rebel Ship" and one 
of the splinter fragments pierced Capt. 
Bennion's abdomen. Mortally wounded 
he.refused to be moved and continued 
to fight his stricken ship against the 


enemy above and the raging element 
below decks. 

The “WEEVIE” was sinking rapidly, but 
thanks to the quick action taken by 
Commdr. Harper, she was settling on an 
even keel. But explosion after explosion 
tore her in'ards to pieces and through 
the smashed bulkheads the fire spread. 
Eventually it reached the bridge, just 
as arrangements were being made to 
swing the dying skipper on a stretcher 
over to the TENNESSEE and from there 
to the relative safety of Ford Island. The 
first aid party: came within а hair's 
breadth of being cut off by the flames 
and had to escape hand over hand along 
a hosepipe to the TENNESSEE. 

As station after station had to be aban- 
doned, the men jumped clear of the 
smoke and stench of the blaze, dodged 
falling debris from explosions, and 
dropped into the oil-covered waters to 
be picked up by small craft that were 
standing by. Not all got away. Some re- 
mained trapped inside the big hull. When 
she was raised they found the mute 
legend that told them that three men 
had lived in one of the dogged-down 
compartments far below the water line 
for weeks. They had kept a calendar of 


‘chalkmarks on the bulkhead. The last 


entry had been made on December 24, 
Christmas Eve. 

They hauled her to a West Coast yard 
and rebuilt her. The old basket masts 
were taken off and a new pagoda-mast 
took her place. They gave her newer and 
better 16-inch guns, and a secondary 
battery far in excess of the twenty 5-inch- 
ers she had originally called her own. 
War had changed since she had been 
launched. Surface operations were now 
augmented to a formerly unestimated 
degree by aerial warfare. Allowances 
were made for that fact in her rearming. 

Thus she came out to the Pacific again, 
—a ship resurrected, to take her place 
in the line of other ghost ships to block 
off the narrow eastward exit of Surigao 
Strait on that night of October 24, wait- 
ing for the part of the Jap fleet that had 
been sighted earlier in the day in the 
Mindanao Sea. It consisted of two battle- 
ships, the Fuso and the Yamashiro, four 
cruisers and about a dozen destroyers. 
Planes from our carriers off Leyte had 
first sighted the Jap force in the Min- 
danao Sea, had laid a few eggs, and re- 
ported some damage to one of the battle- 
wagons and a cruiser. “But,” said our 
official Navy report, “the enemy contin- 
ued doggedly on the way to the Strait, 
at whose mouth, where it debouched 
into Leyte Gulf, a surprise reception com- 
mittee was being assembled.” 

Chairman of that reception committee 
was Rear Admiral Jesse B. Oldendorf. 
When he was sure that the Japs, unde- 
terred by aerial assaults, were actually 
trying to run the gauntlet of Surigao 
Strait to bring succor to their hard 
pressed land forces on Leyte by falling 
into MacArthur’s rear, he put his fences 
in order for the reception. They were 
steel fences. 

The age-old manoeuver of “crossing the 
T,” that is so dear to the hearts of all 
naval strategists, was to find a novel ap- 
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plication here. The West VIRGINIA and 
the other ghostly battleships were strung 
out in line across the bottleneck ої the 
Strait between Desolation Point, the 
northernmost tip of Dinagat Island, to 
the east, and Cabucan Grande, a little 
island off shore of Leyte, to the west. 
They would form the cross-bar on the T 
of the approaching Jap force. On the 
right and left flank the cross-bar was 
reenforced by some cruisers, while a 
DD flotilla was strung out somewheres 
in the center and in front of the line. 

But that was not enough. Two long 
lines of DD's were also strung along the 
Strait on parallel lines, one close under 
the shores of Leyte, the other close to 
Dinagat. The whole arrangement resem- 
bled nothing so much but a floating cor- 
ral, with the two chains of DD's forming 
the chute, and the battlewagons the main 
fence. Far to the southwest, at the en- 
trance to the Strait, several flotillas of 
PT's were lying in wait, as sheep dogs 
will, ready to chase the flock into the trap. 

These spitkits tackled the approaching 
enemy first. One of them was sunk as 
they made their torpedo runs. It should 
have been a last-minute warning to the 
Japs, but they had had their orders and 
came on while Oldendorf and every jack- 
man aboard his ships held his breath, 
hoping that they would keep coming. 

They did. They came in double-column, 
at a speed of about 25 knots. 

The minutes ticked slowly by. Every 
man's nerves and muscles tensed. Still, 
Oldendorf held his fire. Then, finally, at 
2.49, came the admiral's order: "Сот- 
mence Firing!" 

Where a moment before had been the 
darkness of the pit, the night was sud- 
denly torn by gun flashes, star shells, 
searchlights. The Japs couldn't believe it. 
They thought there had been a mistake 
and their ships were firing at each other. 
They began signalling with colored lights. 
Our gunners rubbed their hands in glee. 

At the first salvo two of the bigger Jap 
ships, a battlewagon and a heavy cruiser, 
had broken into flames. A third simply 
disintegrated before the broadsides of the 
ghost ships and the crossfire from the 
cruisers, 

Still the Japs kept coming, headed 
head-first into the trap. They could bring 
only their forward guns to bear on the 
line of ghost ships. Finally they found 
out their mistake. Their two columns 
doubled back on themselves. Yet the 
WEEVIE’S battleships men could hardly 
believe their eyes: Each Jap ship se- 


dately approached the point where Ше [ 


column leader had made his turn and 
each in turn presented a whole broadside 
to the fire of the ghost ships’ 16-inchers. 

The DD’s moved in for the kill on the 
retreating enemy. When the dawn of Oc- 
tober 25 broke there were eight columns 
of smoke strung out along the length of 
Surigao Strait, each of them a capital 
Jap ship in her death throes. The rest 
of the smaller ships had already sunk 
during the night. Of the whole Jap fleet 
that had entered the Strait in the early 
morning hours, not a single ship returned 
to its Singapore base to tell the tale of 
the revenge the WEEvIE and her sister 
ghost ships had taken on Nippon. 
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Is "Pink Tooth Brush" 
worse than no Liberty ? 


F THE little guy in the back 
I of the room will kindly 
stop hollering, “No Liberty is 
worse," we will make a case 
in this matter. 


It is admitted that *no lib- 
erty" is very confining. 


But that touch of *pink" on 
the tooth brush is a warning 
that occurrences may be going 
on which you would rather 
have occur to somebody else. 


In fact, *pink tooth brush" is a 
sign that you had better see 
the Dentist right away. 


He may tell you that today's 
soft foods are robbing your gums 


clean teeth but, with massage, to 
stimulate your gums to healthier, 


; ruddier firmness. 
of exercise—that your gums are 


becoming tender (and when your 
gums are tender, your smile may 
get dull and dingy). 


And consider: Massaging this 
extra bit ої Грапа on your gums 
after you brush your teeth will be 
of very great assistance in helping 
you to a smile of more voltage. 


A smile, in short, that will be 
dearer to chicks than flowers, 
candy and such stuff. 


And, since such things as tender 
gums are frowned on more than 
somewhat among dentists, the 
dentist may very likely suggest 
*the helpful stimulation of 
Ipana and Massage." 


Because this Ipana Tooth Paste is 
designed, not only to give you 


Product of Bristol-Myers 


Start today with 


Ipana and Massage 
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Foreign Naval News 


Reports on Allied and Axis 


AT Britain is determined to play 
an important part in the final phases 
of the Pacific War was made clear early 
in March by Mr. Albert V. Alexander, 
First Lord of the Admiralty, when he 
outlined the Royal Navy’s preparations 
to assist in the “speedy overthrow of the 
Japanese Empire.” His statements were 
made in denial of rumors that British 
naval forces might prove a minor factor 
in Far Eastern operations. 

Two strong British fleets are now avail- 
able for use against Japan: the Eastern 
Fleet, commanded by Vice Admiral Sir 
Arthur Power and based on Indian ports, 
and the recently constituted Pacific Fleet, 
under command of Admiral Sir Bruce 
Fraser and operating from Australian 
bases. Among the ships now serving with 
the Eastern Fleet are the 25-knot, 31,000- 
ton battleships HMS Queen Elizabeth and 
Valiant (eight 15-inch guns), the 29-knot, 
32,000-ton battle cruiser Renown (six 15- 
inch), the powerful French 30-knot, 
35,000-ton battleship Richelieu (eight 15- 
inch), several American and British air- 
craft carriers, and strong cruiser and de- 
stroyer forces—American, British, French, 
and Netherland. 

The newly formed Pacific Fleet, which 
apparently comprises only fast, thor- 
oughly modern units, includes such fine 
vessels as the 31-knot, 35,000-ton battle- 
ships Howe (flag) and King George V 
(both ten 14-inch), the 30-knot, 23,000- 
ton carriers Illustrious, Indefatigable, In- 
domitable, and Victorious (each with a 
capacity of at least 70 aircraft), and the 
5,450-ton light cruisers Argonaut, Black 
Prince, and Euryalus (eight 5.25-inch 
“dual purpose” guns). 

The Eastern Fleet was formed in late 
1941—just before Japan struck. Its first 
major units, the Prince of Wales and 
Repulse, arrived at Singapore on De- 
cember 2, 1941 (East Longitude Date). 
Eight days later both ships were on the 
bottom, sent there by Jap land-based 
bombers and torpedo planes. Additional 
losses, including the famous cruiser Exe- 
ter, which had fought the Graf Spee off 
Montevideo, and the destroyers Electra, 
Encounter, Jupiter, Stronghold, and 
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HMS Indomitable (See Column 1.) 
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Thanet, were sustained a few weeks later 
off Malaya and in the Java Sea cam- 
paign. The gallant Exeter, damaged Feb- 
ruary 27th in the Java Sea battle, went 
down two days later in action with three 
Jap cruisers as she attempted to escape 
from Soerabaja. Lost with Exeter were 
the Encounter and our old flush-decker 
Pore (DD225). 

Following these early losses, which 
temporarily reduced British sea power 
in the Orient almost to the vanishing 
point, the Admiralty hurriedly dispatched 
reinforcements to the Indian Ocean to 
meet the expected Japanese penetration 
in that theatre. At the beginning of April 
a strong enemy force, including three 
battleships and five carriers, arrived in 
the Bay of Bengal and carried out a 
number of air strikes against shipping 
and shore establishments and units of 
the Eastern Fleet, which lost the small 
carrier Hermes and heavy cruisers 
Cornwall and Dorsetshire. These blows 
reduced the Eastern Fleet to five old 
battleships, two carriers with antiquated 
planes, two outmoded cruisers, and a 
number of destroyers—mostly very old 
ones. The battleships were the 30,000-ton 
Warspite, Ramillies, Resolution, Revenge, 
and Royal Sovereign—all mounting eight 
15-inch guns. The Warspite, modernized, 
could make 24 knots, the others no more 
than 22 knots. Many of the destroyers 
were so broken down that it seemed a 
miracle that they could still keep going. 

With this weak force, assembled only 
by depriving the Eastern Mediterranean 
Fleet of all its capital ships at a time 
when the Italian Navy had four or five 
battleships ready for sea, Admiral Sir 
James Somerville, the Fleets C-in-C dur- 
ing most of 1942-43, succeeded in bluffing 
the Japs into missing some wonderful 
opportunities. In this he was aided in 
part by the enemy’s poor reconnaissance. 

Activity other than anti-submarine op- 
erations, which never cease, waS on a 
limited scale during late February. There 
were, however, several clashes in the 
southern area of the North Sea, where 
strong forces of E-boats attempted to 
interfere with Allied supply lines be- 
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tween Britain and the continent. In one 
of these actions the frigate HMS Riou 
destroyed an E-boat by gunfire, and a 
few days later, early in the morning of 
March Ist, the frigate Seymour inter- 
cepted and engaged several E-boats off 
Ostend, sinking at least one of them. 

On February 28th the Admiralty re- 
leased a statement to the effect that more 
than 1,000 enemy vessels—warships, sup- 
ply ships, and coastal craft—had been 
sunk or severely damaged by British 
mines since the outbreak of war. More 
than 60 percent of these losses were at- 
tributed to mines laid by Royal Air Force 
planes. 

British warship losses recently an- 
nounced include the corvette Bluebell 
and trawler Ellesmere. 


Australia 


The mystery surrounding the loss 
three years ago of the 6,980-ton light 
cruiser Perth (eight 6-inch guns) was 
partially dispelled early in March by 
Navy Minister Norman Makin. The 
Perth, which together with our cruiser 
Houston, had participated in the Battle 
of the Java Sea on February 27th, left 
Tandjong Priok (port of Batavia) the 
evening of the 28th with the Houston 
and Dutch destroyer Evertsen. The three 
ships turned westward in an effort to 
escape the Java Sea “death trap” by 
running through Soenda Strait, between 
Java and Sumatra, but that night they 
encountered superior Japanese forces; 
both cruisers were sunk and the Evert- 
sen, in a sinking condition, had to be 
beached. The survivors, who appear to 
have been fairly numerous, were made 
prisoners. 

Quoting four survivors from the Perth 
who managed to escape from their Jap 
prison camp, the Australian Navy Min- 
ister stated that the Perth, before re- 
ceiving three fatal torpedo hits, sank 
three Jap transports and a converted air- 
craft carrier. Inasmuch as previous re- 
ports—from a dead Jap officer’s diary— 
mentioned something similar in regard 
to the Houston, it is obvious that the 
two Allied cruisers stumbled into an im- 
portant Jap convoy in Soenda Strait and 
acquitted themselves exceedingly well 
before succumbing to overwhelming odds. 
The full story of the Battle of Soenda 
Strait, when it becomes available after 
the war, will surely be an inspiring one. 

According to an earlier statement by 
the Navy Minister, Australian warships 
have sunk or probably sunk 27 sub- 
marines—German, Italian, and Japanese 
—since the outbreak of war. Australian 
losses include 3 cruisers (Canberra, 
Perth, Sydney), 3 destroyers, 2 sloops, 
and 1 minesweeper, while personnel 
casualties recently totalled 269 officers 
and 2,346 ratings. 

Six Australian destroyers, several cor- 
vettes, and two flotillas of minesweepers, 
which formerly operated with Britain’s 
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Eastern Fleet, are now attached to the 
Australia-based Pacific Fleet. 


France 


Previously unrecorded operations dur- 
ing January and February include the 
following: between January 29th and 
February 7th the destroyers L'Alcyon 
and Le Fortuné effectively shelled troop 
concentrations and fortified points along 
the Franco-Italian border; during the 
same period the destroyer Simoun was 
ineffectually attacked by a midget sub- 
marine, which she depth charged; and 
on February 6th the light cruiser Jeanne 
d'Are successfully bombarded ships and 
military installations in the port of San 
Remo. 

Similar operations continued through- 
out February and early March. In a 
week-long operation, extending from 
February 21st through the 28th, French 
destroyers raked German supply and 
munition depóts along the Italian Riviera 
coast, while on March 2nd the light 
cruisers Georges Laygues, Jeanne d'Arc, 
and Montcalm bombarded a railway tun- 
nel on the frontier, their object being 
to prevent activity by an enemy ar- 
mored train. The bombardment was very 
successful, all three cruisers scoring nu- 
merous hits on the tunnel, train, railway 
line, and the Bordighera station — the 
train's firing point. 
` The 1,970-ton colonial sloops La Gran- 
diére and Savorgnan de Brazza (three 5.5- 
inch guns) are among various French 
warships now in Far Eastern waters. 
Other and far more powerful units oper- 
ating in that area include the battleship 
Richelieu and, probably, the 10,000-ton 
cruisers Duquesne, Suffren, and Tourville 
(eight 8-inch guns). Several scout cruis- 
ers (or oversize destroyers) of the 2,570- 
ton Fantasque class (five 5.5-inch guns) 
may also be in Eastern waters. Present 
whereabouts of the old 22,000-ton battle- 
ship Lorraine (eight 13.4-inch guns) and 
the 23,000-ton aircraft carrier Béarn are 
unknown. The former was last reported 
in the Mediterranean, where in August 
she supported the landings along the 
French Riviera. 

Salvage operations are proceeding sat- 
isfactorily at Toulon, where the bulk of 
the Vichy-controlled French Fleet was 
scuttled November 27, 1942, and during 
the past several months two unspecified 
warships, the 670-ton minelaying sub- 
marine Diamant, four transports, one 
patrol boat, and numerous other craft 
have been raised by French and Allied 
engineers. 


Netherlands 


The old 6,670-ton light cruiser Sumatra, 
launched in 1916, was scuttled on D-day 
plus two (June 8th last), together with 
numerous merchant vessels, the old 
French battleship Courbet, and the 
British target ship (ex-battleship) Cen- 
turion, to help form an urgently needed 
breakwater off a Normandy beachhead. 
Before being thus expended, the Sumatra 
was stripped of her ten 5:9-inch guns, six 
of which were installed on the gunboats 
Flores and Soemba, whose own 5.9's had 
been worn out by bombardments. 
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¢ TO CHECK ORY 


SURE THING. І SAID 


Ls 


/ TELL' THIS MARINE 
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GIVES MY HAIR А BEATING. МУ DRY SCALP} 


` | | MAKES IT STAND UP AS IF 1 LIVED IN 


CHEER UP, BILL, SIS 
REALLY LIKES YOU BEST. 
(T5 JUST THAT SALTY'5 SUCH A 


SMOOTHIE. NOW, YOUR HAIR. 


У | THOUGHT SALLY WOULD GO FOR THIS ^ 


HAIR TONIC A DAY. ITS THE 


„ FAVORITE HAIR TONIC OF 


1 


SCALP, TRY JUST 5 DROPS OF 


, 


VASELINE 


WHAT YOU TOLD My A 


A-A-A-A-A... GOT HIM І МУ 
COUSIN WILBUR HAD THE SAME 


TROUBLE. LETS TAKE A WALK 
06и 


UNIFORM...SHE DOES...SHE GOES AWAY! 


«COUSIN WILBUR 


N TO THE CORNER DRUG STORE 


S DROPS A DAY 
KEEP DRY SCALP AWAY 
к. GIVE MIM MANOSOME LOOMING KAR 


THATS ENOUGH 
IL / our OF YOU, SMALL FRY. 


TO THE MOVIES... 
FORWARD... MARCH! 


HA... ALMOST 
CAUGHT YOU KISSING. E 
| (GUESS SIS ISNT 
ALLERGIC TO O 
MARINES ANY 


GOSH THANKS! SAY, 
“YVASELINE’ HAIR TONIC 
“SURE MAKES YOUR. HAIR, 4: 


PIPE THE HAIR , SMALL FRY. 
HERES A PRESENT For You ! 


Give your hair that natural, just-combed 


MORE! 


1 


1р апа 
natura 
before 


f *Vaseline" 
Icohol ог 


look that lasts. Try just 5 drops o 
Hair Tonic daily. It checks Dry Sca 
loose dandruff by supplementing the 

ways use with massage 
shampooing, too. It contains no a 
other drying ingredients. 


scalp oils. AI 
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The USS SEMINOLE 


Tug Boat Navy 


They’re Ocean Going, Action Stained Little Craft 


HEY’RE squat little ships, lacking 

the glamor, speed and sleekness of 

the battleship, destroyer or cruiser, 
but they're industrious sturdy and essen- 
tial and their work is never done. They 
salvage, tow, haul, patrol, rescue and 
when the occasion demands—fight. Such 
is the nature of the front line tugs, oper- 
ating in considerable numbers for Service 
Force, Pacific Fleet, doing their work 
quickly, bravely and efficiently and 
mostly under hazardous conditions. 

If you can get the boys aboard the 
USS Maraco talking they have quite a 
tale to tell about their little tug which 
has traveled about 65,000 miles since she 
entered the Pacific, around a year and 
a half ago. She has been involved in just 
about every major operation in the 
Pacific since, and including, the Gilbert’s 
campaign. On paper the report looks very 
tame but when the “eyewitnesses” start 
talking one finds the so called routine 
work was really a hell bender on wheels. 
Although she was not primarily cut out 
«Рог a scrap of any size, she still was to 
seared of a Jap torp-bomber that came 
nosing around and tried to blow her out 
of the water. Later she chugged about 
in the harbor at Rio doing odd jobs in 
a setting of shell fire and heavy action 
during the early stages of that island’s 
capture. From her position, usually about 
three quarters of a mile off shore, she 
saw an enemy bomb hit an ammo dump 
and her crew winced at the concussion 
from the explosion. 

In the Marshalls ruckus she helped in 
pulling a landing craft off the beach but 
did not stay to finish the job having been 
called off to take over anti sub patrol 
duty; later she pulled a sister tug off a 
reef. The crew then inspected and re- 
paired the bent propeller of another ves- 
sel, repaired holes in two landing craft 
and engaged in numerous other tugging 
chores for larger ships around the har- 
bor. Then came some good long sea- 
hauls and escorting operations which took 
her thousands of miles back and forth 
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through the Gilberts and Marshalls car- 
rying ammo and towing gasoline barges. 
Once she deviated from this type of work 
long enough to rescue а plane and its 
crew of two who had been forced down 
near the Namu atoll south of Kwajalein. 
The plane as well as the crew was 
brought aboard the МАТАСО and deliv- 
ered to a base for repairs. 

On another occasion the tug was or- 
dered to clear four wrecked Jap landing 
ships from docking space at Ebeye Island 
to make space for our own ships. This 
was another job she didn't finish because 
of hurry up orders to transfer a moor- 
ing buoy from one ship to another. Lt. 
(jg) Cecil O. Hall, the ship's executive 
officer, a slim, swarthy medium height, 
Texan has spent 23 years in the Navy, 
having enlisted at the age of 17 because 
ever “since I saw a picture of the USS 
Texas (one of the Navy's oldest) I made 
up my mind I wanted to be in the 
Navy." He was quartermaster before be- 
ing commissioned a junior officer about 
a year ago. 

There were other tugs out there in the 
Pacific fracas. Take the USS SEMINOLE, 
for example, it's a sort of a tragic story, 
in a way; she cashed in her chips when 
an enemy tin can cut loose at her in 


October 1942, a few miles from Tulagi. 
At that time the SEMINOLE and a few 
other small vessels served as the sole 
life line for the small air force that 
slowly and stubbornly barged into Guad- 
alcanal and took it over. There was, liter- 
ally just a trickle of gas to keep those 
planes going which had to be brought 
from Tulagi, some 23 miles away. 

The SEMINOLE had just begun unload- 
ing her daily cargo of 550 drums (approx. 
25,000 gals.) of aviation gas at Lunga 
Point on the Canal, on the morning of 
Oct. 25, 1942, when masts of three enemy 
tin cans were sighted northeast of Savo 
Island. The tug was promptly ordered 
to get under way for Tulagi despite the 
fact that about 400 drums of gas still 
remained aboard. She got under way 
okay, but it soon became apparent that 
Tulagi could never be reached before 
the enemy got there. No air coverage was 
free because the usual morning Jap raid 
on the Guadalcanal airfield had gotten 
under way. Attention of the enemy tin 
cans was diverted temporarily by a smali 
patrol vessel which also was ferrying 
gas. This ship was quickly hit, set afire 
and sunk. The destroyers then turned 
their attention to the SEMINOLE. For about 
15 salvos she managed to duck out from 
under. Then came the avalanche, a salvo 
hit and ignited the gas, one shell passed 
through the deck and exploded in the 
after end of the main generator room, 
putting all four main generators out of 
commission. The order to abandon ship 
was given by the skipper, Capt. William 
G. Fewel, one life raft was all that the 
crew succeeded in getting clear due to 
the intense fire and exploding drums. 

Still moving at a fair speed, the tug 
quickly cleared the survivors in the 
water and when about 1,000 yards dis- 
tant there was an explosion aboard her 
and down she went. The casualties were 
one man killed, one man wounded and 
all other survivors were rescued later. 
In the early days the SEMINOLE had 
served as a tow, covering about 6,000 
miles towing  decommissioned vessels 
from the Philadelphia Navy Yard to the 
various Navy Yards on the East Coast. 
Later, in the Pacific, and prior to Pearl 
Harbor, she traveled additional thousands 
of miles towing barges between Pearl 
Harbor and Wake Island. Capt. Fewel, 
who is now assistant Fleet Personnel 
Officer, Pacific Ocean Areas, was with 
her from start to finish of her action. 


The USS Navaso 
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Naval history was also written by 
another Indian, the USS NavaJo, a heavy 
duty tug, which before she was sunk in 
a scrap, engaged іп salvage operations 
involving more than 15 damaged ships, 
which included the carrier USS Sana- 
TOGA, two destroyers and five cruisers. 
The USS MENOMINEE helped salvage a 
large portion of one of the most val- 
uable and urgently needed cargoes to be 
shipped into the SoPac; a cargo whose 
total loss was threatened when the ship 
carrying it went aground in a storm. The 
USS Ure which braved enemy bombs 
and the rough deadly waters and icy 
winds of the Aleutian area to salvage a 
$15,000,000 attack transport. That trans- 
port, floated and repaired, has since par- 
ticipated in three big operations in the 
Pacific. Then there is the account of the 
USS APACHE, a tug whose crew was re- 
cently praised officially for its conduct 
under fire at Guam. She was ordered in- 
shore to dislodge a beached landing craft 
which was being subjected to heavy 
enemy artillery and mortar fire. The 
landing vessel was. one of five which 
had been beached purposely for unload- 
ing. All was quiet when the quintette 
first hit the beach, there was a calm sea 
and no trouble had been anticipated in 
the unloading. Suddenly the enemy posi- 
tions opened up with artillery and stove 
pipes which the Navy supporting craft 
had failed to locate and demolish. The 
landing ships were ordered to get off the 
beach and all but one made it. With the 
situation growing hotter by the minute, 
the APACHE started for the landing ships, 
nosed in close, laid a line across her 
and eased her into deeper water. The 
two ships then retired to safety while 
the covering skippers laid lead and eggs 
and rockets all over the place. 

Also for the record, the 10 hour job 
of the CHICKASAW should be told. She 
assisted in the removal of 280 Tinian 
casualties from a landing ship which had 
broached on a reef in heavy seas. The 
wounded men had been placed aboard 
the landing craft as an emergency meas- 
ure and the vessel broached on the reef 
while attempting to retreat off the beach. 
Many of casualties were gotten off by 
a breeches buoy suspended between the 
stranded ship and the CHIckAsAW while 
the rest were moved in small boats. It 
was a tedious 10 hour undertaking under 
adverse and hazardous conditions but it 
was still not too difficult for the Indian. 

These are just a few of the instances 
in which Navy tugs have distinguished 
themselves since the USS PIGEON (tech- 
nically listed as an ASR) was bombed 
at Manila in the first stage of the war. 
The latest of these work-horses, whose 
indispensable labors have been so easily 
overlooked in the midst of more excit- 
ing happenings, was the USS Sonoma, 
a casualty during the October Battle of 
the Philippines. . 

No, these are not supposed to be fight- 
ing ships, but they are frequently sent 
into the fighting zones for some little 
chore like towing a 10,000 ton cruiser out 
of danger—at a “sitting duck” speed of 
three or four knots. And when this war 
is over and a sailor says, “Me— I was 
in the tug boat Navy during the big 
scrap,” just solemnly shake his hand. 
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Roundup on the War 


Military and Naval Aspects of World War II 


ACTICALLY the capture of Iwo Jima has been an ex- 

tremely expensive proceeding and it is not likely to get 
any less so. From what one hears of the Japs repossessing 
caves from which they had once been cleaned out, it will 
probably be many weeks before it is safe to walk around there. 
It is entirely possible that new methods of dealing with posi- 
tions of this type will have to be devised—either in the direc- 
tion of improved tactics or by finding some new technical de- 
vices or both. The Japanese at home cannot be ignorant of the 
relatively high technical success of their defense system at 
Iwo and they are sure to honeycomb every, future key position 
as they did that island. 

But it is a mistake to object to the attack on Iwo on strategic 
grounds and to call for MacArthur's type of generalship in the 
North Pacific as one San Francisco paper did when the Marines 
came around for a call. 

This is not a criticism of MacArthur generalship. There is no 
rule that requires an able military officer to be a comfortable 
person to deal with in his private and public relations; and if 
Doug's communiques sometimes leave a good deal to be de- 
sired, Doug's generalship very seldom does. The losses of the 
Japanese to his armies have been consistently in the proportion of 
eight or ten to one of his own. At this rate the Japanese war can 
be finished with fewer casualties than the European, and against 
far more embittered antagonists. Throughout the fighting in 
the Southwest Pacific and especially since the landing in the 
Philippines MacArthur has consistently deceived the enemy as 
to his intentions and has consistently opposed to them superior 
forces at every point of contact. 

But this is only true if one considers the campaign as a 
whole. In dealing with certain specific details and certain posi- 
tions absolutely necessary to possess, there have been losses 
and hard fighting on MacArthur's front as severe as those 
experienced anywhere in the world. A good case is that of 
Corregidor, which we simply had to have and which the Japs 
could figure in advance that we would have to have. Another 
case is the Intramuros section of Manila. 

Iwo is similarly a detail; a detail thrown up into the head- 
lines by the size of the force and the extent of the operations 
necessary to take it and tending to appear as a separate 
operation because it is an isolated island. Actually it cuts no 
larger figure in the total campaign of which it forms a part 


“Are you sure youve never been in Egypt before?” 
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than the fighting at Intramuros did in the struggle for Luzon. 
It is an essential element in the campaign of attrition against 
Japan. The losses on Iwo look much less serious when they 
are set against the total Japanese losses in the campaign and 
not merely against those on the island itself. 

For it is clear since the Marines got a firm grip on airstrip 
Motoyama Number 2 that up to this time the B-29 campaign 
against Japan has only been a game of marbles—a kind of 
curtain raiser. All the attacks made by the big bombers down 
to the capture of this airstrip were made with fragmentation 
bombs. Any incendiaries used were merely incidental. They 
probably did a good deal of damage but nowhere near as 
much as we would like to have done and nowhere near enough 
really to affect Japanese war production or Japanese resistance 
within an easily measurable period. In 1941 -and 42 England 
took far more damage from the German bombers and her 
production even increased during the process. 

There was also the fact that the B-29 raids were fairly ex- 
pensive. Interceptors from Iwo shot down a number of the big 
bombers and scouts from Iwo notified homeland stations so 
that they found more Interceptors and anti-aircraft batteries 
waiting for them when they arrived. Light Japanese bombers 
staged through Iwo attacked the big planes on the ground at 
Saipan and knocked off a number of them. It is true that the 
Japs lost a lot of light bombers in the process but they could 
spare four or five of these against a single B-29. 

Not until Iwo was under gunfire of the fleet and actual attack 
did it become possible to put B-29s into the relatively small 
islands of the Marianas in impressive numbers. Note how the 
time gap between the landing on Iwo and the great fire raid 
on Tokyo is almost exactly that necessary to move heavy 
forces of the big planes into the Marianas fields. The story of 
the fire raids on Tokyo and other Japanese cities should be 
read in connection with the campaign against Iwo. They are 
parts of the same operation as the attack on Corregidor was a 
part of the operation against Manila. To the comparative 
casualty lists there should be added on the Japanese side all 
the losses they suffered in those raids. 

The next question is, of course, as to the result of those raids 
and whether the casualties suffered in them by the Japanese 
make the Iwo operation worthwhile. They are frankly what 
the Germans describe as "terror raids", directed against the 
civilian population, and General Le May seems to have felt 
called upon to issue an apology for them in the name of 
humanitarianism—"If they shorten the war by a single day 
they are justified." Just what humanitarian considerations can 
be urged in favor of the Japanese is not quite clear. Their 
barbarities in this war have not stemmed from orders given 
at the top like those of the Germans, but have been exercised 
causally and consistently by the whole people. But this is not 
the point; the point is whether burning out the Japanese cities 
will shorten the war. 

Undoubtedly they will cut into all types of war production 
to some extent. Japan is a country of home work, often with 
a lathe set up in what used to be the spare bedroom; and some 
actual war plants have undoubtedly gone up in the general 
bonfire. But there is some reason to doubt whether the fire 
raids can have a direct important effect on production, General 
Frank Merrill of the famous Marauders has remarked that 
every single bullet and piece of equipment captured by his 
command was made in Manchuria and not in metropolitan 
Japan; and the fire raiders are by no means wiping out the 
factories of metropolitan Japan. d 

But the Japanese war potential has a collateral weakness 
as the collateral weakness of the German was discovered in its 
transportation system. In Japan the question is food. The 
Japanese have an extraordinary capacity to get by on very little 
but there is a limit beyond which even they cannot go without 
a loss of efficiency, and according to neutrals they were already 
hovering on the edge of that limit over a year ago. This is a 
country of home work in the food industries as well as in the 
mechanical; all those people who live in the cities have to go 
out to set out rice plants by hand everyday. Presumably quite 
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a few of these homegrown agriculturists 
are dead by now, but this is less im- 
portant than what is happening to the 
majority that are left. 

They cannot very well go regularly to 
work unless there is some place to put 
them and someway to feed them, and 
with everyday a new city being burned 
out this is becoming a major problem 
Íor the Japanese government. This hap- 
pens to be the rice planting season so 
that in this important collateral effect 
on the food supply, the raids are getting 
their maximum result at the present time. 
It is unlikely that they will make the 
Japanese want to quit; they are not that 
kind of people. It is unlikely that after 
the first rush of fire bomb raids others 
will be so effective—for one thing most 
of the good targets will be destroyed 
and the B-29s will have to do something 
else. But it is very likely that this series 
of raids, if.it can be carried through a 
series of Jap cities without encountering 
some mew means of defense will sensibly 
reduce their capacity to put up a battle. 


Message by Blimp 

To tacilitate the delivery of lengthy 
instructions and orders from ehore com- 
mands to flagships of convoys about to 
cross the Atlantic, Navy blimps are using 
a new device for dropping messages. The 
messages which originate at the office of 
the sector commander are first sealed 
and wrapped in a waterproof container 
and placed aboard a blimp. They are at- 
tached to a 300 foot line which is weighted 
at both ends; the blimp then flies out 
to sea and approaches the flagship at low 
altitude. Dropping one weight near the 
bow on either of the port or starboard 
sides, the blimp flies on and drapes the 
line across the deck and the second 
weight is cast into the water on the op- 
posite side. Messages are easily detached 
and the blimp then drops duplicate copies 
on the ship bearing the vice commodore 
of the convoy. 

The data required by the commodore 
usually includes the number of units to 
be added to the main body of the convoy, 
their position in the formation, names, 
types of ships, speed and destination. Such 
lengthy messages are so involved that 
it generally is impractical to use blinker 
signals. Radio silence, of course, must not 
be violated. The messenger airship also 
escorts surface craft to the rendezvous. 
When this mission is completed and the 
ships attach themselves in their allotted 
places the blimp makes an upwind ap- 
proach to the commodore’s ship, reports 
by flashing light and indicates that a 
message drop is to be made. This innova- 
tion has been unusually successful; the 
message drop also is used when sailing 
orders are altered and when operational 
changes develop after sailing time. 


"Do you know why an acrobat's life is 
like a girl's underwear?" 

“No, why?" 

"Because one slip is enough." 


"I gave my gal a wonderful present 
fast night." 
"I gave mine a wonderful past." 
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On Parting 


I played the game, conforming to the 
rule, 
I tried my best, but now, my dear, Pm 
through! 
There ought to be insurance for the fool 
Who tumbles headlong for а lad like you. 
Here's hoping I can eye you with dis- 
dain 
If ever you should pass my way again! 


Chief Yeoman Harold Carter, on meet- 
ing his 3-year-old son after an absence 
of two years, leaned over and pinched 
one of Junior’s knees. 

“And who,” he asked affectionately, 
` “has nice, pretty, pink legs?" 

"Betty Grable," said the boy. 


Not so long ago, two Lieutenant Com- 
manders met in Honolulu and fondly 
embraced each other. They are believed 
to be the only brother and sister Lieuten- 
ant Commander team in the Navy, and 
they were united by accident after 18 
months’ separation. The brother, Lieut. 
Com. Cooper Bright, is an officer on an 
aircraft carrier. His sister, Lieut. Com. 
Joy Bright Hancock, represents the 
Bureau of Aeronautics. 


The boys at the Chelsea Naval Hos- 
pital want comic books. If you have any 
to spare, please send them to Bernard J. 
Riley, vice-commander, United American 
Veterans, 212 Essex Street, Boston, Mass. 


Finally and at last our Navy nurses 
will be allowed to wear biege colored 
stockings for outdoors! 

We never could understand why so 
many lovely limbs had to be sheathed in 
ugly black. Always gave us the impres- 
sion they were in mourning for someone. 

Now the gals can garb their under- 
pinnings in alluring, gossamer hosiery, 
which is more flattering. They'll continue 
to wear white while on duty. 


Connecticut’s new senator, Admiral 
Thomas C. Hart, has gone through battles 
with the Japs, but he indicated recently 
that no matter what other feelings he ex- 
perienced in the Pacific, the battles didn’t 
make him so nervous as his first appear- 
ance before the legislature. The ex-Navy 
man summed it all up by saying, “I was 
nervous as a cat!” 


Shipmate Maurice D. Scanlon, Jr., back 
home on a short leave after a trip to 
Oran, North Africa, says the Arabs out 
there willingly pay more than $40 for 
bedsheets, which they use as robes in 
the desert. 

The news, however, didn’t impress 
Mother Scanlon at all, who refused to 
part with her bed-linen despite Maurice’s 
promise to cut her in on the profits. 


Bluejackets Robert D. Harnden and 
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Raymond Day, members of the crew of 
the USS Houston, sunk in the great sea 
fight against overwhelming Jap forces 
off Java on Feb. 28, 1942, are captives in a 
Jap prison camp in Thailand. Both these 
men had not been heard from in three 
years. Recently the parents of Harnden 
and Day received cards from their sons, 
establishing the fact that they were still 
alive. 

It is believed that the Japs withheld 
this good news for so long just to inflict 
their own form of diabolical torture on 
the surviving relatives. 


Here is the story of a well-loved dog 
on a battle-wagon and the struggle to 
save her life. The narrator is shipmate 
Ernest Stein, and the dog’s name was 
“8 Ball.” 

“She had been picked up as a mascot in 
the War Zone. Her name came from her 
color; jet black, with a white streak. She 
was a pal to all the boys. She was in the 
habit of sun-bathing over a hatch and 
one day missed connections and fell down 
into the hold. Little was left. The ships 
doctor set her broken bones and while 
two of us held her, he put her in a cast 
from head to tail. Her eyes told us that 
she knew we were trying to help. After 
a few days, she began eating heartily 
again. I rigged up a little carriage out 
of some old casters and brass rod, which 
suspended her hind legs and permitted 
her to pull herself along by her front 
paws. She soon got along pretty well, 
cast and all. 

“A slight blow one afternoon took us 
by surprise and her cast became drenched 
with spray. When we removed it, the 
doctor discovered that her bones had 
been set wrong. All of the ship’s doctors 
officiated at the second operation, but 
‘Eight Ball’s’ stout little heart could stand 
no more and she succumbed under the 
ether. 

“It was mighty hard when I brought 
her up on deck wrapped in an old 
jumper of mine and with weights tied to 
her paws to drop her into her billowy 
grave.” 


Naval architect Fred C. Whitehouse, 
69-years-old, has been continuously em- 
ployed at the Brooklyn Navy Yard since 
1892. One of his first jobs as a young 
draftsman was to blueprint boat loca- 
tions on the USS Marne. Only 100 drafts- 
men were employed in the yard when 
Whitehouse began work, as compared 
with more than 1,000 today. 

Whitehouse never missed a day’s work 
until two years ago, when he was in- 
valided for a month with rheumatism. 


Lt. (jg) Martin Wilbourne, USNR, is 
the man who can get things done in a 
hurry. Headed for overseas, Lieut. Wil- 
bourne found some important plans of 
his rudely upset, so-o-o, during a 15- 


minute train stopover in Roanoke, Va., 
he married charming Miss Eleanor Coff- 
man who, with the wedding party, waited 
at the station’ for him. 

Martin and Eleanor raced through the 
station to sign the marriage license and 
to a nearby hotel where a minister per- 
formed the ceremony. 

Back at the station they had a few 
minutes in which to say good-by, then 
the train pulled out, with the bridegroom, ` 
and the bride went home. 


SHORT BITS: Shipmate William Laur- 
ence and his charming wife, Jean have an 
O.K. from Sir Stork. . . . During a brief 
assignment in the French capital, Ensign 
Thomas Marcucelli searched for and 
found an aunt (his father's sister) whom 
he had never seen. . . . William V. Noble, 
72-years-old, has been employed at the 
Brooklyn Navy Yard for 47 years, and 
in his entite service has had a total of 
three days sick leave. . . . First navy 
man to receive a college degree through 
correspondence courses arranged by his 
superiors is Laurence W. Soule, Yeolc, 
who picked up the 15 hours' credit he 
lacked for a degree of Bachelor of Science. 
... Ready for the wedding bells are Ed 
Hoover, GM2c, and Jerrie Roberts. ... 
Navy Pilot G. F. Smith, Ens., stopped a 
Jap cruiser with a direct hit in the sea-air 
battle of the Philippines. . . . Seaman 
Wayne J. Franklin is married to a Harry 
Conover model, but get him to tell you 
the story of his wife's success. Better 
yet, get him to show you a picture of 
the beauteous Mrs. Franklin. . . . J. E. 
Surles, PhM1c, is a member of the Square 
and Compass club, first active body of 
masons in the Philippines since the Japs 
took over and since the Japs let go. . 
The mother of shipmates Clifford and 
Clifton Seats, identical twins, wants the 
President to reunite them. They joined 
the Navy together. Now one's at San 
Francisco, the other in Detroit... . Anna 
T. Hayes, honorably discharged WAVE 
ensign is first woman to get G.I. Bill loan. 
... Lieut. Charley Gehringer, athletic 
instructor, has been assigned to the Naval 
Air Station at Jacksonville, Fla... 
WAVE Ensigns Betty Parr and Marjorie 
Margargel called out the fire department 
when they lost the key to their apartment 
and found themselves locked out. The 
firemen raised a ladder for them? ... 
Willam F. Sullivan, Navy veteran, and 
his son, William F., Jr. were sworn into 
the Navy together recently. ... The Sea- 
ford brothers, Thomas and John, met 
quite unexpectedly in the South Pacific 
for the first time since 1941. . . . Names 
of 40 of the nations oldest educational 
institutions have been assigned to victory 
ships. . . . Bluejackets Walter Robinson, 
Wilson Adams and Cohen Satterfield, 
were on hand at the LaSalle Street sta- 
tion in Chicago, to greet members of Spi- 
talny's all-girl orchestra who went to the 
windy city to entertain servicemen. . 


Our NAVY 


SALT SHAKERS ; . š > by WALT MUNSON 


UF LAUGHTERS THE BEST MEDICINE — THE ARMY-NAVY 
THEN HERES A HUMBLE EFFORT TO u 60075, ОМ MANT ~. JUST 
TOAST Усик. GOOP HEALTH E7772 „7 y А < JEEP FOR $7 


7 ТМ мм M 
y AM 


(f у 
` A x a 
` LiKE Most CROWDED RAILWAY STATIONS 
IN SEAPORT TOWNS TOVAY~ SOME OFFER 
FIRST CHOICE То SERVICE MEN АМУ HEIR 
WIVES ~ AS A RESULT. MANY WOMEN TRAVELING 
ALONE WILL ATTACH THEMSELVES TO OBLIGINC. 
GET THROUGH THE STATION GATE. 
HAS ONE GATEMAN WISE To THE 
AT TRAINTIME “ONLY ONE WIFE 
PLEASE Z" 


КЕ. oF 
/ | ; MACHINISTS 


d el : ES 
A you KNow THAT 33% 
имр ТА 


PRESIVENT TAFT 
ONCE GOT STUCK IN THE. 


WHITE HousE BATHTUB Ї 


/ THAT СИУ HAS BEEN 
EET IC INC. j^. FoR TEN 


оир Gl. IN. 
MUSEUM МА 
TEN DAY = 
URLOUGH 


ПА ڪڪ‎ 


12 то 4 WATCH.. 
AHEAD 

N A АКЕ ME 
. Sl Z LAUGH / 


"nm, 
(СЛ 


I TELL You THE CIVIE 
СІЄСІЕ - SMOKES PROBLEM 
15 GETTING REAL SERIOUS. 


Mip-APniL, 1945 33 


Bulletin Board of Naval Interest 


Launchings and Commissionings 
—The USS SEA LEOPARD was launched 
in early March at the Portsmouth, N. H., 
Navy Yard, sponsored by Representative 
Margaret C. Smith, Republican, of Maine. 

Sponsors have been named for the USS 
PHILIPPINE SEA and the USS Reprisat, 
mammoth carriers soon to be launched. 
Mrs. Albert B. Chandler, wife of the 
Senator from Kentucky, will sponsor 
the PHILIPPINE SEA when it is launched 
sometime this fall from the Bethlehem 
Steel Company, Shipbuilding Division, 
Quincy, Massachusetts. The REPRISAL, 
third U. S. Navy vessel to bear that name, 
will be launched at the New York Navy 
Yard this fall, and will be sponsored by 
Mrs, Harry R. Sheppard, wife of Repre- 
sentative Sheppard. The two ships are 
CVBs, the 45,000 carriers, largest of the 
type ever launched. 

The USS Hanor» J. ELLISON, 100th war- 
time destroyer built by Bethlehem Steel, 
swept down the ways of the company's 
Staten Island yard on March 14. The new 
DD is named for Ensign Harold J. Elli- 
son, one of the pilots of Torpedo Squad- 
ron 8, heroic suicide squadron from the 
Hornet during the battle of Midway. 
The ErLrsON was sponsored by the pilot's 
widow. Present at the launching was the 
only surviving pilot of 'Torpedo Eight, 
Lieutenant George H, Gay, Jr., presently 
stationed at Miami, Florida. 

The USS CLAGMORE, third submarine 
launched from the Electric Boat Com- 
pany yards, Groton, Connecticut, this 


year, slipped into the water on February 
23. The vessel was christened by Miss 
Mary Jane Jacobs, daughter of the Chief 
of Naval Personnel, Vice Admiral Ran- 
dall Jacobs. 


Unit Citation to HELENA-—The USS 
HELENA became the first ship to receive 
the award of the new Navy Unit Com- 
mendation Ribbon, second in distinction 
only to the Presidential Unit Citation. 
The Helena, sunk in the action in Kula 
Gulf, July 4, 1943, earned the award 
through her brillant service during the 
dangerous and often discouraging months 
in 1942 and early 1943 in the South West 
Pacific when the outgunned and outnum- 
bered ships of the U. S. Navy fought the 
surging, fully mobilized Jap fleet to a 
standstill. The HELENA was one of the 
ships participating in the Battle of Cape 
Esperance, October 11-12, 1942, when, 
with the SALT LAKE CITY, BOISE, SAN 
Francisco and PENSACOLA and accom- 
panying destroyers, turned back the Japs 
in a night battle off Savo. A month later 
she was again in violent night battle at 
close range with the enemy in the pre- 
liminary to the great three day Battle 
of Guadalcanal. Engaging Jap battleships 
at pointblank range the San FRANcISco, 
ATLANTA, JUNEAU, and HELENA, and their 
destroyers, defeated the enemy force in 
one of the bitterest slugging matches of 
the entire three years of our participa- 
tion in the Naval war in the Pacific. 
On January 5 the HELENA shelled Jap- 


anese airfields at Munda, New Georgia, 
working into hitherto Jap controlled 
waters. 

From then until the night of Kula 
Gulf she was a workhorse threading her 
way in and out of the unchartered chan- 
nels of the northern and central Solo- 
mons, with scarcely an interval oí re- 
laxation for her crew. On the night of 
July 5-6, after one of the finest exhibi- 
tions of gunnery ever witnessed, a spread 
of Jap torpedoes reached the vitals of 
the cruiser and she sank, not, however, 
before her guns had taken toll of the 
opposing fleet. ; 


No More Blaek Hose for Nurses 
--Тре Secretary of the Navy has ap- 
proved the change in Uniform Regula- 
tions that eliminates black hose and gray 
gloves as articles of the uniform for the 
Navy Nurse Corps. 


Applications Requested for Orien- 
tal Language Instruction — Under 
BuPers Circ. Let. No. 376-44 (NDB 15 
December 1944, 44-1405) applications 
from male line officers and male enlisted 
personnel of the Regular Navy and 
Naval Reserve have been requested for 
selection for intensive training in the 
practical use of a specified oriental lan- 
guage. Course of instruction will be given 
in Japanese, Chinese, Russian, and Malay 
languages at the Navy School of Oriental 
Languages, University of Colorado, Boul- 
der, Colorado, The course in Japanese 


vital fuel. Here із one of them, the USS SEBEC, drawing along- 
side the baby flattop, USS Makassan Srnarr, for a refueling job. 


Much of the success of our battle fleet must go to the seldom 
mentioned tanker that dares bomb and. shell fire to deliver the 
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The addition ої rockets has immeasurably increased the fire- 
рошег oÍ landing craft supporting amphibious operations. Here 


will be 14 months in length; in Chinese 
18 months; in Russian, 6 months; and 
in Malay, 6 months. During the course of 
instruction all students, whether married 
or single, are required to live in the 
college bachelor quarters. 

Without exception, applicants must be 
within the age limits of 19 to 29, inclu- 
sive. They need not necessarily be phy- 
sically qualified for general sea duty. 
Applicants must have completed at least 
2 years of college work and in addition 
must— 

Possess a college record of an “honors” 
standard and show evidence of a thor- 
ough mastery of опе or more foreign 
languages, preferably an. oriental lan- 
guage, German, or Greek; or 

Possess a college record of 80% "A's" 
or have an average of 3.6 or rank in the 
top 596 of the class. 

Applications for this instruction should 
be submitted to the Chief of Naval Per- 
sonnel, via official channels. 


Housing Shortage in New York— 
The Third Naval District has been added 
to those areas in which housing difficul- 
ties have been encountered, and the 
Commandant of the district has urged 
Naval personnel reporting to the greater 
New York area, or elsewhere in the dis- 
trict, to refrain from moving their fami- 
lies to the district until housing had been 
arranged for them. 


Contest for Service Script Writers 
—The Armed Forces Radio Service has 
opened a radio play-writing contest to 
all American service personnel outside 
the continental limits of the U. S. as an 
encouragement to creative writing among 
service men. No deadline has been set 
for submissions. Scripts should take 
from 25 to 27 minutes to play, including 
sound effects and music bridges. If you 
are unfamiliar with the technique of 
script writing, the manner in which dia- 
logue, narration, and musical or sound 
effects are indicated, you may obtain 
advice and sample scripts by communi- 
cating with your local radio station or 
writing to Contest Editor, Armed Forces 
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Radio Service, Los Angeles, California. 

Winners of the contest will be re- 
warded with a full-scale performance of 
their plays on *Globe Theater," one of 
the AFRS programs broadcast to troops 
all over the world. Contestants are urged 
to retain a copy of their submission. 


AOMB Now Aviation Fire Control- 
man-The Bureau of Naval Personnel 
has announced that all aviation bomb- 
sight and fire control mechanic ratings 
wil be changed to the new rating of 
aviation fire controlman, with the desig- 
nator AFC in place of the old AOMB. 
Qualifications and rating badges for the 
new rating remain the same. The details 
of the change were contained in BuPers 
Circ. Ltr. No. 39-45 (NDB, 15 February 
1945, 45-163). 


Eye Glasses Now Available 
Through Government —Dispensing 
units have been set up at approximately 
50 hospitals and dispensaries within the 
continental limits of the U. S. where 
Naval personnel may obtain glasses and 
optical repairs under a new arrangement 
effective March 15. Under the new pro- 
gram eye glasses and optical repairs 
have been made available to the Navy, 
Marine Corps and Coast Guard person- 
nel at Government expense. Special pro- 
visions have been made to provide the 
new service to men overseas through 
base and mobile optical service units at- 
tached to fleet and base hospitals and 
hospital ships. Those personnel beyond 
reach of mobile units may request ar- 
rangements for service through the near- 
est medical officer by mail. 

Only a gold frame type of glasses will 
be available, but repairs to other types 
of frames wil be made for the benefit 
of those already having them. 


Officer Volunteers for Sub Train- 
ing Needed— Applications of volunteers 
for submarine training at the Submarine 
School, New London, Connecticut, for 
classes subsequent to the class conven- 
ing in late June, 1945, are desired from 
graduates of the United States Naval 


are two types of rocket equipped. craft. On the left is an LCM 
armed with rows of rocket launchers; on the right із an LCVP-R. 


Academy classes of 1943, 1944, 1945, and 
1946, under BuPers Circ, Let. No. 381- 
44 (NDB 31 December 1944, 44-1451). 
Volunteers from among Naval Reserve 
Officers not over 28 years of age of the 
ranks of lieutenant, lieutenant, junior 
grade, and ensign are also requested. 

Former sea service and other require- 
ments have been removed, although it is 
desired that officers have seagoing ex- 
perience. 


USS APACHE on Rampage—The 
USS APACHE, a little fleet tug, has proved 
her prowess at fighting enemy aircraft; 
while steaming as part of a salvage 
group headed for Lingayen Gulf in the 
Philippines she shot down three Jap 
planes and forced a fourth to crash in 
the water—in nine minutes of action. 
Eight energy planes were sighted ten 
miles off her starboard quarter; two of 
the planes peeled off, one of them attack- 
ing the APACHE from the stern. This plane 
was shot down by the tug's starboard 20 
mm and 50 caliber machine guns, crash- 
ing in the water off the starboard bow. 
The other six planes circled to take po- 
sition in the sun; the first of the six 
started an attack from the APACHE’s port 
quarter and was immediately taken 
under fire. Hits by projectiles from 50 
caliber, 20 mm and possibly 40 mm guns 
were scored. The enemy plane started 
a sharp bank to port and was hit squarely 
by the tug’s 50 calibers and disintegrated. 
The second of the six planes was hit 
but not downed; the third was hit by all 
guns and crashed off the tug’s starboard 
bow. The fourth was hit by 50 caliber 
slugs and 20 mm shells and started to 
smoke but continued on to attack an 
LCI farther ahead in the formation. The 
fifth Nip came in for an attack and mem- 
bers of 50 caliber and 40 mm guns be- 
lieved they hit this one before it crashed, 
and the sixth wasn’t hit, In the final scor- 
ing the APACHE was given credit for 
knocking out half of the attackers. Last 
summer the APAcHE showed her stuff 
during the Marianas campaign at Guam 
when she dislodged a beached landing 
craft while under heavy mortar fire. 


35 


f 


The Pearl of the Orient! Manila lies in shambles after the Japanese had wreaked their malice on the once beautiful city. 


The Box Score—Navy and Marine aviators have shot from 
the air or destroyed on the ground a total of 9,819 Jap planes 
from 12/7/41 to January 1945. During the same period the 
Jap airmen accounted for only 1,882 Navy and Marine planes, 
giving the US forces a 3-year ratio advantage of 5.2 to 1. At 
least 65 percent of the Navy and Gyrene fliers downed are 
rescued by Dumbo planes, submarines, surface craft or other 
means. Of course, no figures are available on Jap rescue work 
but it is known that the enemy, holding human life cheap, 
is not nearly so concerned with picking up dunked pilots as 
is our Navy. The Navy has developed highly systematized 
rescue methods and does its utmost to rescue personnel. 

“Although the Jap is steadily and rapidly improving the 
fighting performance of his aircraft—and some of his latest 
models are excellent, during the last year most of his planes 
could not be regarded as the equal to comparable types em- 
ployed by the Navy. But a more important factor was the 
superior quality of our Navy and Marine pilots," said Vice 
Admr. Aubrey W. Fitch, Deputy Chief of Naval Operations 
(Air), in explanation as to why the Navy has been able to 
maintain its high average against enemy planes even while 
striking deep into Jap territory and Jap controlled waters. 

During the past year, particularly during the strikes at the 
Marianas and the Philippines where the Japs had large air- 
fields, an increasing number of Jap planes were destroyed 
while parked on runways, in hangars and revetments near 
airstrips. In these strikes the Navy's Helldivers and Avenger 
torpedo planes have played a large part. The Avengers are 
especially deadly for this type of work, attacking with bombs, 
rockets and 50 caliber machine gun fire. However, the greatest 
number of Jap planes have, of course, been destroyed by the 
fighters, the Hellcats, which were based on aircraft carriers 
of the Essex or Independence class, the smaller Wildcats 
based on escort carriers and Corsairs flown from land bases 
and carriers. The Navy's long range search planes have also 
contributed to the destruction; these are Liberators, Catalinas 
and Coronados, Venturas and the Mariners. 

Taking the score by years, we have: 


Year Japs Navy Ratio 
1942 1134 384 3—1 
1943 2212 351 6.3—1 
1944 6473 1147 5.7—1 

9819 1882 5.2—1 


These figures, however, do not include losses on either side 
attributed to antiaircraft fire. 
In the same vein, the announcement of the sinking or 
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damaging of Jap shipping at a rate in excess of 50 vessels a 
week since June 19, 1944, shows that more enemy vessels 
have been sunk and damaged in the Pacific since the First 
Battle of the Philippine Sea last year than had been reported 
from December 7, 1941, up to that time. Fleet and air units 
operating under the command of the Commander-in-Chief, 
Pacific Fleet, have accounted for a major part of the enemy 
shipping listed in the tabulations while submarines operating 
under the same command accounted for the remainder. The 
recapitulation reveals that 152 combatant ships have been 
definitely sunk during that period, the same number were 
sent to the bottom during the second period. The box score 
shows these tallies: 


Combatant Ships 12/7/41 6/19/44 
to to 
6/19/44 2/2/45 
Sunk "*^**»9999999?999*«9299*9009€09909€99292292299 152 152 
Probably sunk """099090909000000090€9€09049** 31 39 
Damaged uu pda ewes оза хас 109 105 
Total ****299»9929999990999509060909992092092292**^5* 342 296 
Non-Combatant Ships 
Sunk 2 sz РАА ато. 759 
Probably: suni savin soc ones Sve 7 09 65 
Damaged i11...252522 9 4 4 2342, 200 605 
Total kz u; s снна сея RUE 1429 
The grand total is 3,108 ships sunk, probably sunk or 


damaged. 


Navy Orders 84 More Ships—In addition to the 288 ves- 
sels already on the construction program, Admiral King has 
ordered the construction of eighty-four extra fighting craft, 
it has been recently revealed by the Navy Department. The 
entire 372-ship program will be completed in 1947, and would 
raise the total number of vessels on the Navy roster, barring 
those lost in action during the next two years, to 1,532. 
Almost all categories of fighting craft are included in the 
building program, with the exception of battlewagon and 
landing craft. Although no breakdown of types is available 
at this time, it has been admitted by the Navy that two more 
45,000-ton CVBs are on the list, as well as Essex class CVs, 
CVEs, heavy and light cruisers, destroyers and submarines. 
It was also disclosed that the Maritime Commission had 
turned over 29 merchant vessels to the Army and the Navy. 
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Ace Says Japs Are Slipping—One of our leading aces, 
Cmdr. David McCampbell, who has 54 Jap planes to his credit 
reports the Japs are cracking up, but it will still take two 
more years to finish them off. 


Lessons Free for Nothing—A new kind of servicemen's 
canteen has opened at 1330 G Street, NW in the Nation's 
capital: free lessons any musical instrument from harmonicas 
to French horns. A sailor was the first applicant for lessons 
at the canteen, sponsored by the Army and Navy Departments 
and the USO. Swinging a parcel and humming, he came by as 
Mrs. Stewart Godfrey and Miss Frances Jones were on the 
sidewalk discussing a sign to announce the opening. 


“Sailor,” called Mrs. Godfrey, “do you play any musical 
instrument?" 

*No," he answered, backing away slightly. Then countered, 
“Why?” 

"This canteen will give you free lessons," she offered. 

*Wouldn't I look cute tooting on a trombone!" the seaman 
exclaimed and started to walk away. Then he swung back 
with a question, *Piano lessons?" 

Mrs. Godfrey nodded. The sailor ushered the lady up the 
steps to the second floor, laid down the parcel, took off his 
hood and inquired, "Where's the piano?” 

Mrs. Godfrey smiled at her first customer and led him to a 
piano in a booth; placing his fingers on the keys she instructed, 
“Don’t let the arch of your hand sink in. And relax!” 

After playing a few notes, Charles Santoro, Specialist 1/c, 
arranged for a half-hour lesson from Mrs. Godfrey at regu- 
lar intervals. Stationed here for the present Santoro hopes to 
be able to play before he ships out. 


Veterans Information Available—Representative Wright 
Patman of Texas has announced that he has prepared another 
handbook of information for veterans which will be ready for 
issue and sale about April 1. The pamphlet, costing 10 cents, 
may be obtained by writing the Superintendent of Documents, 


Johnston Island. Giant planes of the world-girdling Naval Air 
Transport Service drop off and pick up passengers at the tiny 
island base that serves as a crossroads in the vast Pacific net- 
work of air routes. At the left is NATS headquarters. 


the purchase price. All information concerning right and 
benefits to which servicemen and servicewomen are entitled 
under laws passed by Congress, are thoroughly discussed, in- 
cluding mustering out pay, insurance, allotments, G.I. educa- 
tion and loans, income tax, death gratuity, hospital care, bur- 
ials, pensions, family allowances, missing men, vocational 
training, homestead rights, employment and national ceme- 
teries. 

A similar booklet known as Pamphlet No. 44, December 15, 
1944, can be secured from the Superintendent of Documents, 
Government Printing Office, Washington, D. C., for 15 cents. 
This pamphlet was prepared by the Veterans Administration. 


Government Printing Office, Washington, D. C.—and enclosing 
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Awards, Commendations and Promotions 


Bronze Star—Ens. Henry C. Miller, as crew member aboard 
a sub he rendered invaluable assistance to his commanding 
officer throughout numerous attacks against hostile surface 
forces. 


William R. Ziel, Chief Machinist, while in charge of the 
main propulsion plant aboard a sub he expertly operated and 
maintained the engineering department throughout this 
hazardous period. 


Emil A. Gaetana, Torpedoman, as chief of the boat on a 
sub during three war patrols, he constantly maintained a high 
degree of efficiency in the control room throughout numerous 
attacks against hostile surface forces. 


Glenn K. Hickman, CMoMM, in charge of main propulsion 
plant on a submarine he maintained this department in the 
highest state of readiness and reliability. 


Vard W. Hutcherson, CMoMM, performing his numerous 
and varied duties skillfully and with unwavering determina- 
tion throughout a hazardous war patrol, he rendered invalu- 
able assistance in maintaining all propulsion machinery in a 
continual state of combat readiness. 


John P. Lonas, CMoMM, by his constant vigilance and ex- 
pert technical skill rendered assistance to his commanding 
officer and contributed materially to the success of the patrols. 


Elroy F. Wilkie, МоММіІс, in charge of the forward engine 
room in a submarine, his technical knowledge aided in main- 
taining all propulsion machinery in a high state of efficiency. 


Cmdr. Martin Van Brown, Medical Corps, as Medical Officer 
attached to a warship during the assault and capture of an 
enemy-held island in the Pacific, he rendered gallant service 
throughout this hazardous operation and although painfully 


бх 


Lt. Cmdr. John E. Muldrow, USN, ої Bishopville, S. C., is pic- 
tured as he was awarded the DFC by Capt. Archer Allen, USN. 
Lt. Cmdr. Muldrow brought down the 18th Jap plane destroyed 
by the Navy's first Liberator squadron in the Central Pacific. 
The squadron holds an 18 to 1 victory margin over the enemy. 
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wounded, continued at his post of duty for twelve hours ad- 
ministering medical care to casualties aboard the warship. 


Cmdr. Frank P. Morton, as Officer on the Staff of a Task 
Force Commander prior to and during the invasion of south- 
ern France he exercised sound judgment and superior pro- 
fessional knowledge. He participated in the collection and cor- 
relation of important material for dissemination to all the 
various units of the attack force, efficiently providing meteoro- 
logical data and information of enemy defenses, beach char- 
acteristics and other vital combat data which enabled the 
units to develop and coordinate comprehensive plans for con- 
ducting the assault. 


Lt. Cmdr. Ralph C. Parker, Jr, Medical Corps, as Senior 
Medical Officer attached to the USS ARKANSAS prior to and 
during the invasion of the French Coast on June 6, 1944. 
Skilled and tireless in the performance of duty he achieved 
exceptional success in training the personnel of the Medical 
Department for the prompt and expert care and treatment of 
casualties brought aboard during assault operations. His out- 
standing professional integrity and efforts were responsible 
for the saving of many lives and easing the pain of seriously 
wounded. 


William J. Brooks, CMoMM, as member of the USS FLIER 
during the first war patrol in enemy controlled waters. As 
hydraulic manifold operator he greatly assisted in maintaining 
excellent depth control while attacking the enemy, and con- 
sistently maintained the ship’s engine rooms in highly effi- 
cient operation enabling his vessel to effect all attacks un- 
detected. 


Clyde A. Gerber, ТМ1с, as member of the crew of the USS 
FLIER; at the beginning of the patrol the use of one arm was 
impaired because of the slow healing of a fracture acquired 
in the previous performance of duty. This in no way dimin- 
ished his spirit and desire to attack the enemy. He consist- 
ently maintained the ship’s torpedo room in highly efficient 
operation which on many occasions aided in inflicting severe 
damage to the enemy. 


Lt. (jg) Edouard Sandoz, for services during the invasion 
of southern France. After a study of photographic and other 
information on enemy coastal terrain he made sketches to 
reproduce panoramic views and recognition silhouettes for all 
assault beaches. As a result of his service the forces were 
given instruction through the medium of an effective graphic 
presentation thereby accomplishing the landings with 
minimum confusion and casualties. 


Cmdr. Julian 8. Hatcher, as Force Radio Material Officer, 
Atlantic Fleet, while maintaining a high standard of рег- 
formance and reliability in radio and underwater sound instal- 
lations in ships of the Service Force he also provided spares 
and maintenance materiel through his skillful supervision of 
radio equipment pools at Atlantic ports and was responsible 
for the allocation of new and specialized equipment to desig- 
nated ships. 


Daniel Kolesar, CEM, for duty as Chief Electrician’s Mate 
in charge of the Electrical Department in a submarine during 
a war patrol. His professional knowledge and meticulous care 
in the operation of the Main Electrical Plant maintained that 
department in a high state of readiness and reliability and 
able to answer the demands placed on it at all times. Kolesar 
was awarded a Letter of Commendation upon another occa- 
sion when his performance of duties enabled his vessel to 
attack and sink and damage 25,000 tons of enemy shipping. 
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Lt. Lawrence B. Sperry, as Diving Officer, his careful and 
precise control of depth during approaches and attacks 
upon enemy shipping contributed directly to his vessel's suc- 
cess in sinking 15,000 tons. 


Reginald E. Doyle, as CEM in charge of the Electrical De- 
partment in a sub during a war patrol contributed directly 
to the sinking of a Jap warship by his efficiency. 


Kenneth H. Gainer, CMoMM, his coolness and efficiency 
greatly assisted his commanding officer in making attacks on 
enemy shipping resulting in the sinking of over 15,000 tons. 


Wallace M. Praskievicz, FClc, as Assistant Torpedo Data 
Computor Operator in a sub, his knowledge directly aided in 
the sinking of over 12,000 tons and damaging an additional 
1,500 tons of enemy shipping. 


Lt. Bennet H. Eskesen, throughout a period of several 
months of intensive training and experiment following the 
fitting out of his vessel with special shallow water mine- 
sweeping gear, he worked in perfecting the utilization of this 
equipment and its operation in conjunction with other units 
of the skim sweep group for maximum effectiveness. Operat- 
ing his craft under repeated heavy and accurate gunfire from 
hostile shore batteries he cleared beach, coastal and harbor 
approaches for the passage of assault and maintenance ship- 
ping thereby making possible the timely launching of the 
invasion. 


Lt. (jg) Harry E. Morgan, as Bomb Disposal Officer during 
operations off the Coast of Franco-Italian Riviera, he par- 
ticipated in à mission to render safe a captured enemy vessel. 
He boarded the vessel and with exceptional skill removed ex- 
plosive charges despite constant hazard of possible enemy 
booby traps. 


Lt. John H. Sembower, on the Staff of the Commander, 


Motor Torpedo Boat Squadrons, Seventh Fleet, in the New 
Guinea area. Valiantly undertaking fifty PT combat patrols 
against barge traffic around Cape Huon Peninsula, concur- 
rently with his regular duties of gathering and disseminating 
vital data for his Task Force, he conducted the patrols with 
determination despite terrific fire from enemy surface craft, 
aircraft and shore batteries. Employing knowledge of the 
dangerous waters and Jap gun positions and tactics, he ren- 
dered invaluable assistance to inexperienced boat captains 
during a period of intensive operations thereby inspiring the 
successful execution of these vital missions. 


Capt. Vincent Hernandez, Medical Corps, on the Staff of 
Commander, Air Force, Atlantic Fleet, he coordinated the 
work of medical officers of the Air Corps with that of Naval 
Air Stations basing Fleet aviation units and organized, as well 
as supervised the activities of the officers under his jurisdic- 
tion. He thus effected measures to insure the physical fitness, 
endurance and resistance of flying and maintenance person- 
nel engaged in the widespread Battle of the Atlantic. 


Cmdr. Walter S. Sargent, as Executive Officer of the USS 
ARKANSAS prior to and during the invasion of the Coast of 
France, June 6, 1944. He was largely responsible for the excel- 
lent organization of personnel in the Combat Information 
Center and for the effective training and high efficiency 
achieved and maintained in this important department. 


Joseph F. Donahue, Sle, was a member of the Beach Part 
of an assault transport when the Marines and Navy stormed 
ashore at Tarawa November 20, 1943. Donahue's Beach Part 
was the first one to be established on the dock in the assault, 
and succeeded only after the attempt had been driven back 
five times. Donahue finally succeeded in reaching the dock 
and establishing the Beach Party, still under fire. For three 
days following the landing he worked continuously, always 
under harassing sniper fire, to unload needed ammunition. 
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SURE G AND wherever you go! Lifebuoy lather, 
DIRT, GRIMẸ with its special purifying ingredient, 
SWEAT: stops “B.O.” Use Lifebuoy in your 


daily shower. It's refreshing—and 


USE IT DAILY 
it gets the dirt and grime, too! 
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Official Casualty List 
From January 16 to 31. 1945 


ALABAMA 
Agee, Willie G., USNR, Dead. 


Allen, Leonard O., Jr., F2c, USNR, Wounded. 


Beck, Charles D., Sic, USNR, Wounded. 
Bowers, Leonard, Jr. Slc, USNR, Missing. 


Brasher, James F., Jr, AMM3c, USNR, Dead. 


Byrd, Major L., StMic, USNR, Dead. 
Carver, William D., SF3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Cook, William T., АММІс, USN, Wounded. 
Cooks, Charles, StM2c, USNR, Missing. 
Cost, Willie F. C., MoMM3c, USNR, Missing. 
Daniel, Calvin C., St3c, USNR, Dead. 
Faison, Leonard, Slc, USN, Dead. 
Goggins, J. C., Cox., USN, Missing. 
Harrison, Luther P. EM2c, USN, Wounded. 
Hathcox, William M., S2c, USNR, Dead. 
Jones, William J., Slc, USNR, Wounded. 


Kilgore, James D., ARM3c, USNR, Wounded. 


Killough, Gilbert C., FC3c, USNR, Missing. 
King, William W., ARM3c, USNR, Missing. 
Ledbetter, John H., Cox., USNR, Wounded. 
Ledford, Charles A., S1c, USNR, Dead. 

Lowrey, Rephelius B., Ү1с, USNR, Missing. 


Marston, George F., Jr., TM2c, USN, Missing. 


Martin, Frazier R., S1c, USNR, Wounded. 
MeGlocklin, Robert P., CWT, USN, Missing. 
McGowan, Leon, Fic, USNR, Missing. 
McGuire, J. C., S2c, USNR, Missing. 
Merrell, Judge P., S2c, USNR, Dead. 
Miskelley, James D., Sle, USNR, Wounded. 
Moates, Sam H, GM3c, USNR, Missing. 


Newman, Dellaware R., Jr., Y2c, USNR, Dead. 


Perry, Nelson, Sic, USNR, Wounded. 
Pierce, William Р. AOM2c, USN, Dead. 
Pinion, John O., Jr., EM3c, USN, Dead. 
Porter, Rufus C., Jr., Lt., USN, Wounded. 
Rozzelle, John T., S1c, USNR, Missing. 
Sanders, George D., S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Scales, Milton, ACMM, USN, Dead. 

Smith, Gewin F., ACOM, USNR, Dead. 
Smith, Hoyt G., RM3c, USNR, Dead. 
Smith, John B., S1c, USNR, Missing. 

Still, Jesse L., S2c, USNR, Dead. 

Stovall, William E., S2c, USNR, Dead. 
Talley, Edgar P., S2c, USNR, Missing. 
Terry, Henry D., S2c, USNR, Dead. 
Thomas, Lowell R., Sic, USN, Wounded. 
Thompson, Eugene L., S1c, USNR, Missing. 
Thornton, Brown М., Jr., AMM2c, Missing. 
Wade, Albert R., Slc, USNR, Dead. 
Weaver, Robert W., Cox., USNR, Wounded. 
Wells, Herbert, S1c, USNR, Missing. 

Wells, James, StM2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Wheeler, Reginald A., CY, USNR, Wounded. 


ARKANSAS 

Alderson, Frank T., S2c, USNR, Missing. 
Barham, Elmer C., S2c, USNR, Missing. 
Brown, Warren W., Flc, USNR, Missing. 


Deubler, Thoman E., MM3c, USNR, Wounded. 


Hall, Benjamin F., SClc, USNR, Wounded. 
Harston, William E., St2c, USN, Missing. 
Hays, William C., S2c, USNR, Dead. 
Higgins, Jack D., Ens., USNR, Missing. 
Holland, James L., Slc, USNR, Missing. 
Krease, Joe A., TM3c, USNR, Dead. 
Lossing, Charles B., S2c, USN, Wounded. 
Martin, Merl M., Sic, USNR, Dead. 
Myers, Aubrey J., ARM3c, USNR, Missing. 
Pittman, Ernest E., S2c, USNR, Missing. 
Reed, Jack L., S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Robinson, Wallace R., Lt 
Smith, Robert H., S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Thomas, Clyde L., S1c, USN, Dead. 
Williamson, Archie M., S2c, USNR, Dead. 
Wooten, Edward E., Sic, USN, Wounded. 


ARIZONA 

Allen, Lonnie, S2c, USNR, Missing. 

Biye, Walter K., AOM2c, USNR, Dead. 
Hendricks, Marion L., S1c, USNR, Missing. 
Howard, Robert L., S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
King, Arthur D., Lt. (jg), USNR, Missing. 
Lassiter, Eugene Q., F2c, USNR, Dead. 
Nelson, Sern С. AMMic, USN, Dead. 
Overstreet, Rufus M., S2c, USNR, Dead. 
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(jg), USNR, Dead. 


Peckovich, Ralph D., Sic, USNR, Wounded. 
Perez, Jesus M., SC3c, USNR, Missing. 
Taylor, Jack E., AMM3c, USN, Wounded. 


CALIFORNIA 


Abbott, Elmer G., CGM, USN, Wounded. 
Abdill, Everett W., Captain, USN, Dead. 
Abel, Robert, SM3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Adcock, Henry K., TM3c, USNR, Missing. 
Aldrich, Charles H., S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Alexander, Charles W., MMic, USN, Wounded. 
Alexander, William B., CWT, USN, Wounded. 
Allen, James K., AOM2c, USN, Missing. 
Ancona, Anthony, 51с, USNR, Missing. 
Austin, Jason L., Jr., PhoM2c, USNR, Missing. 
Baeta, Joe R., MoMM2c, USNR, Dead. 

Baker, Fred R., WT3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Banchero, Ray, S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Barker, Lee J., Jr., Flic, USNR, Missing. 
Barker, Terry H., WT3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Barnard, Frank P., ARM2c, USNR, Dead. 
Barton, Robert G., CCStd, USNR, Wounded. 
Bayich, Joseph J., Sic, USNR, Missing. 
Beckley, Robert R., Cox., USNR, Dead. 

Bell, David W., USN, Wounded. 

Birkedal, John E., WT2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Borski, LaVerne, M., Sic, USNR, Wounded. 
Bourg, Sumter, GM3c, USNR, Missing. 
Bowen, Walter C., EM3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Bradley, John R., Lt., USN, Wounded. 
Brooks, Bradford M., Lt. Cmdr., Missing. 
Browning, Alos F., Jr., Sic, USNR, Dead. 
Bruce, Joe S., Sic, USNR, Dead. 

Bruce, Robert W., MM2c, USNR, Missing. 
Busa, Hugo, F2c, Wounded. 

Cameron, Bruce, S2c, USNR, Missing. 
Caplinger, George R., AOM2c, USNR, Wounded, 
Cardoza, David F., MM3c, USNR, Dead. 
Carney, Leo, 7. RM2c, USNR, Dead. 

Centola, Victor J., CSK, USN, Dead. 
Chapman, Edward, CMoMM, USN, Missing. 
Clark, Clarence E., GM2c, USN, Wounded. 
Cole, George H., ACMM, USN, Dead. 

Collie, Winfrey n. Jr. Lt., USN, Dead. 
Colvin, Almer P., Lt. Cmdr., USN, Wounded. 
Compomizzo, Marvin L., S1c, USN, Missing. 
Conley, John C., МоММІс, USNR, Missing. 
Cook, Glenn E., CGM, USN, Dead. 

Coon, Norman D., RT2c, USNR, Missing. 
Cotton, Kenneth E., Lt., USNR, Dead. 

Crail, Howard W., Lt., USNR, Wounded. 
Crusoe, Kenneth 5., Lh., USNR, Wounded. 
Dahl, Kenneth N., AOM3c, USNR, Now Safe. 
Davis, Glenn R., RM3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Davis, Larry L., StM1c, USNR, Missing. 
Deardorff, George H., CQM, USN, Missing. 
Delmenico, Arnold 7. AMM2c, USNR, Dead. 
DeWitt, Donald, SMic, USNR, Wounded. 
Edmondson, Joseph C., Lt. (jg), USNR, Dead. 
Engesser, Phillip E., Slc, USN, Dead. 
Erickson, Donald E., S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Eubank, James R., S1c, USN, Wounded. 
Evans, Richard W., BM, USN, Dead. 

Evers, Adelbert R., Lt.,, USNR, Wounded. 
Fenton, Alfred H., EM3c, USNR, Dead. 
Flynn, Kenneth J., EMic, USN, Missing. 
Foletta, Emil V., Slc, USNR, Dead. 

Foster, Glen E., Jr., EM2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Franco, Peter, MoMM2c, USNR, Missing. 
French, James E., AMM2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Fritch, Stuart 5. Jr., SM2c, USNR, Dead. 
Fuller, Bert C., RE, USN, Safe. 

Gallaher, Harold V., PhMic, USNR, Wounded 
Gardner, Rudolph S., ARM3c, USNR, Dead. 
Gibson, Leo D., Sic, USNR, Dead. 

Glaisyer, Robert L., Ens., USNR, Dead. 
Gohmann, James L., Lt. (jg), USNR, Missing. 
Goodson, Ether E., ACMM, USN, Dead. 
Gorman, William P., S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Gribi, Jack D., AMM2c, USNR, Dead. 
Griffith, Barry T., Lt., USNR, Wounded. 
Griffith, Woodrow А. EM3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Guzzo, Richard C., S2c, USNR, Missing. 
Hackett, Blaine L., Fc3c, USNR, Dead. 

Hall, Eugene C., Lt. (jg), USNR, Missing. 


MATTON 


Hall, Richard L., S2c, USNR, Missing. 
Hancock, Roy L., S2c, USNR, Missing. 
Harrison, George B., CMM, USN, Wounded. 
Hartley, Victor W., GM3c, USN, Dead. 
Harvey, Roy L., PhHM2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Haubrich, Edward U., S1c, USN, Dead. 
Hawks, Kenneth A., Fic, USNR, Wounded. 
Hayes, John S., Sic, USNR, Missing. 

Hays, W. D., Jr., CY, USN, Wounded. 
Hecker, Nathan B., ACRT, USNR, Dead. 
Heiber, Richard D., F2c, USNR, Dead. 
Hemmerling, Leonard R., PRic, USN, Missing. 
Henkel, Henry P., MM2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Henson, Harry C., CGM, USN, Wounded. 
Hitchcock, Lawrence S., Fic, USNR, Dead. 
Hogan, Edmund F., 5С2с, USN, Wounded. 
Holthouse, Hugh 7. CMoMM, USNR, Missing. 
Horn, Eugene K., AMM2c, USNR, Missing. 
Hourigan, William A., S2c, USNR, Dead. 
Howard, Alfred H., TM2c, USN, Missing. 
Jackson, Francis O., Ens., USNR, Missing. 
Janes, James B., Ens., USNR, Wounded. 
Jensen, Lawrence C., Ens., USNR, Missing. 
Johns, John B., QM2c, USN, Dead. 

Johnson, Albert M., Lt., USN, Wounded. 
Johnson, John B., Lt., USNR, Wounded. 
Jurinic, Michael, SC1c, USN, Missing. 
Kenney, Jack E., 51с, USNR, Missing. 
Klein, Joseph L., TM2c, USNR, Dead. 
LaFerr, Henry E., CEM, USN, Wounded. 
Lake, Ronda, Jr., Ble, USN, Missing. 
Lamb, William E., Lt., USN, Safe. 
Lambert, John F., Ens, USNR, Wounded. 
Larson, Oscar L., CWT, USNR, Wounded. 
Long, Arthur M., Ens., USN, Safe. 
Lovelady, Obed L., Sic, USNR, Missing. 
Lowe, Edwin L., MMic, USN, Wounded. 
Lucas, Jack S., Sle, USNR, Dead. 
Lucchesi, Louis L., S2c, USNR, Dead. 
Lucido, Frank J., S1c, USNR, Wounded. 
Lyle, Billy 5. StM1c, USNR, Wounded. 
Lynch, Carl D., EM2c, USNR, Missing. 
Machado, John R., S2c, USNR, Dead. 
Majerus, Paul R., MoMM3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Mandaville, Gerald J., AOM2c, USNR, Missing. 


` Mangold, Jack E. F2c, USNR, Dead. 


Maniscalco, August, SC2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Marchiano, Peter J., BM2c, USN, Missing. 
Marsh, Theodore E., Bkr3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Martin, Basil С. AOM2c, USN, Missing. 
Martin, Benjamin D., Cox., USNR, Wounded. 
Martin, Elmer E., TM2c, USN, Wounded. 
Mason, Robert L., ARM3c, USNR, Missing. 
Mattingly, John E., Кіс, USNR, Wounded. 
Mayes, Robert E., S1c, USNR, Missing. 

Mays, Gerald E., RM2c, USN, Missing. 
McAfee, Donald L., F2c, USNR, Wounded. 
McCarthy, John E. PhM3c, USN, Wounded. 
McCluen, William A., BMic, USN, Dead. 
McDaniel, Kenneth P:, ARM3c, USNR, Dead. 
McFarland, Hooper E., CBM, USN, Dead. 
McGee, Donald E., Sle, USN, Dead. 
McGovern, Donald J., TM2c, USNR, Missing. 
McJimsey, George W., Ens., USNR, Missing. 
McNabb, Clifford В. ВМ1с, USNR, Wounded 
McNally, Curtis E., S2c, USN, Dead. 
MeWalters, Robert Р. Sic, USNR, Wounded. 
Meadar, Don C., RM3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Mendoza, Jess, Sle, USNR, Missing. 
Mentlick, William E., ARTic, USNR, Missing. 
Messenger, Orville V., Ens., USN, Wounded. 
Meyer, Glenn F., Sic, USNR, Wounded. 
Michael, Forrest S., RM3c, USN, Missing. 
Miller, John В. Sic, USNR, Wounded. 
Mogensen, Darrell E., TM2c, USNR, Missing. 
Moreno, Benny A., Sic, USNR, Dead. 
Morris, Dexter P., CRE, USNR, Dead. 
Morris, Theophilus L., 51с, USN, Missing. 
Moseley, John W., CCSt., USN, Wounded. 
Muniz, Eugene, WT2c, USN, Dead. 

Nauman, Alfred E., Jr., Ens., USNR, Missing. 
Nelson, Frank L., Sle, USN, Wounded. 
Nemick, Bernard 5. Sic, USNR, Wounded. 
Nester, Howard W., Jr., Lt. Cmdr., USN, Dead. 
Neville, Richard 5. TM2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Nieto, Richard L., RM3c, USNR, Dead. 


Our Navy 


Noble, Charles L., Y2c, USNR, Missing. 
O'Laughlin, Kenneth E. ТМіс, Wounded. 
Paquet, Freeman, Jr.. GMic, USN, Missing. 
Pasamonte, Norberto, CC, USN, Dead. 
Patten, Ray, MM2c, USNR, Missing. 
Patterson, Hartford W., FC2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Perkins, Sanford B., Jr., Lt., Missing. 
Petric, William J., Slc, USNR, Dead. 
Pickard, William L., RM3c, USN, Wounded. 
Pisor, John P., S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Poole, David R., CBM, USN, Wounded. 
Porras, Charles V., Jr., PhM3c, USNR, Dead. 
Potts, William H., Cmdr., USN, Dead. 
Pruitt, Forest W., BMic, USNR, Missing. 
Randles, Dale E., MMic, USN, Wounded. 
Reiland, William F., Jr., Ens., USN, Missing. 
Ricks, Melvin C., Mic, USN, Missing. 
Riddle, George E., CMM, USN, Wounded. 
Riebenbauer, Leopold P., Ens., USN, Missing. 
Riley, Laten F., BMic, USN, Dead. 
Roberson, Gregory A., Lt. (jg) USNR, Missing. 
Robson, Walstons S., Ens., USNR, Dead. 
Rocaya, Saturnino, C2c, USNR, Missing. 
Rogers, Benjamin F., CRT, USNR, Missing. 
Rosette, Tomas, CC, USN, Missing. 

Rowe, Arthur E., Ens., USNR, Wounded. 
Rummerfield, Harry A., AOM3c, USN, Safe. 
Russon, Dell H., Ens., USNR, Dead. 

Sass, Arland L., 51с, USN, Wounded. 
Schmierer, Ervin T., Flc, USN, Missing. 
Schug, Robert L., MM2c, USN, Dead. 
Setting, Lawrence A., Jr., S2c, Wounded. 
Seymour, Ward E., Sic, USNR, Dead. 
Shermer, Floyd V., Sic, USNR, Wounded. 
Short, Edward B., Slc, USNR, Missing. 
Silveira, Manuel J., Cox., USN, Dead. 
Sloggett, Vernard L., Lt. (jg) USN, Missing. 
Smith, Carl E., RT1c, USNR, Wounded. 
Smith, Richard E., RM3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Snavely, Russell K., 5Кіс, USN, Wounded. 
Sneed, Charles R., S2c, USNR, Dead. 

Solano, Isidro, CSt., USN, Dead. 

Sorenson, Earl E., Sic., USNR, Dead. 

Stang, Harold, Lt., USN, Wounded. 
Stanislaus, James, Sic, USN, Missing. 
Staples, Lester H., SC2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Steiner, Arnold A., Sic, USN., Wounded. 


Stevenson, Richard L., Y3c, USNR, Wounded. 


Stimbert, John W., S2c, USNR, Missing. 
Straiton, James L., Fic, USNR, Missing. 
Suckle, Thomas J., SM3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Swett, Charles A., GM2c, USN, Wounded. 
Szendrey, Edward J., Lt. (jg) USN, Missing. 
Taber, Victor C., AMM3c, USNR, Missing. 
Taylor, Jerome E., BMic, USN, Wounded. 
Tenney, David N., Sle, USNR, Wounded. 
Thalken, Thomas T., CQM, USN, Wounded. 
Thomas, Ivor R., Lt., USNR, Wounded. 
Thomas, William D., Cmdr., USN, Wounded. 
Thompson, George B., Кіс, USN, Wounded. 
Thorn, Richard C., Slc, USNR, Missing. 
Thornton, Charles D., RM2c, USNR, Dead. 
Tolman, Milton A., Fic., USNR, Missing. 
Treadwell, Billie R., Flc, USNR, Wounded. 
Uhl, Grover E. Slc, USNR, Dead. 

Unger, William L., Sic, USNR, Wounded. 
VanAndel, John, Ens., USNR, Missing. 
VanBaugh, Holly, TMic, USNR, Wounded. 
Vickery, Milton F., MM2c, USN, Dead. 
Viles, John E., RM2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Villa, Peter A., AMMic, USN, Dead. 
Walker, Floyd, S2c, USN, Missing. 

Wall, Joseph P., ARM2c, USN, Dead. 

Wall, LaMonte A., MM2c, USNR, Dead. 
Wall, Theodore, S2c, USNR, Missing. 
Walton, Lorain E., CRT, USNR, Wounded. 
Ward, Robert R., AOM3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Warfield, Page C., 51с, USNR, Wounded. 
Wasmer, John D., SC2c, USNR, Dead. 
Watrobski, Chester J., WTic, USNR, Missing. 
Weber, Chris, RM3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Weiler, Valentine, FC2c, USNR, Missing. 
Wells, Harry E., S2c, USNR, Dead. 

Welsh, Thomas E., MM2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Wendelburg, George, Cmdr., USN, Wounded. 
White, Arthur St. Clair, Bkric, Missing. 
White, Ralph A., CSF, USN, Dead. 

Willey, Lyle, W., Sic., USNR, Dead. 
Williams, John G., Sic, USNR, Wounded. 
Williams, Macpherson B., Cmdr., Missing. 
Williams, Robert B., Ens., USNR, Wounded. 
Wilmes, William F., Slc, USNR, Missing. 
Wilson, James G., Ens., USNR, Wounded. 
Winters, Carl L., Cox., USNR, Wounded. 
Wise, Ralph T., CG, USN, Missing. 
Wonacott, Porter L., Fic, USNR, Missing. 
Wood, Darwin W., SCic, USNR, Wounded. 
Woolf, Joe О., CY, USN, Wounded. 

Yaple, Carl G., S2c, USN, Wounded. 
Yeomans, Frank M., AMM3c, USN, Wounded. 
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COLORADO 

Bedlien, Walter A., Fic, USNR, Wounded. 
Best, Lester, Slc, USNR, Wounded. 

Cary, Dewayne E., Lt. (jg) USNR, Dead. 
Cirbo, John H., Sic, USNR, Wounded. 
Copeland, Houston R., Ens, USNR, Wounded. 
Crask, Harold F., Sic, USNR, Missing. 
Hayes, Loys У. PhMic, USNR, Dead. 

Israel, Raymond H., RM3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Kinsfather, Harold J., S1c, USNR, Wounded. 
Knaub, Philip, Jr., EM3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Maye, Fred L., F2c, USNR, Missing. 
McIntyre, Raymond K., RM3c, USN, Missing. 
McKenna, Francis X., Flc, USNR, Missing. 
Morrison, Robert J., RM3c, USNR, Dead. 
Pepping, Nickolas Ј., WT1c, USN, Wounded. 
Pino, Manuel L., WT3c, USNR, Dead. 

Poss, Gilbert J., TM2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Read, William A., Ens., USNR, Dead. 
Stockemer, John, WTic, USN, Missing. 
Teeter, Herbert БВ. MM2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Trujillo, Daniel C., Sic, USNR, Dead. 
Uhiman, James D., S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Vey, Charles D., AMMic, USN, Safe. 


CONNECTICUT 

Amanti, Salvatore A., S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Bargenquast, Arnold F., MoMMlic, Missing. 
Briggs, George E., ARM2c, USNR, Missing. 
Cardone, Samuel, AOM3c, USNR, Dead. 
Costa, Antonio T., Cox., USNR, Wounded. 
Dacunto, Dominic J., GM3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Eschuck, William T., ARM3c, USNR, Dead. 
Fallon, James V., Lt., USNR, Missing. 
Ferrigno, Louis D., Sic, USNR, Missing. 
Fox, Frederick J., SF2c, USNR, Missing. 
Fuchs, George I., Sic, USNR, Missing. 
Gilbert, Eugene J., Jr., S2c, USNR, Dead. 
Gourley, Lawrence W., S2c, USNR, Missing. 
Haesche, Thomas P., PhM2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Hatfield, Hiram D., Lt. (jg) USN, Missing. 
Heritage, Charles W., Fic, USNR, Dead. 
Holden, Clifford H., Jr., AOMic, Wounded. 
Kupidlowski, Chester P., SFic, USNR, Missing. 
Lattimer, Robert W., QM3c, USNR, Dead. 
Manchester, Edward W., SM3c, Wounded. 
Mastri, Anthony J., Slc, USNR, Wounded. 
McVeigh, Raymond J., MM2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Mead, Kevin C., Ens., USNR, Dead. 

Molon, Michael J., Sic, USNR, Missing. 
Mostowy, John, Cox., USNR, Wounded. 
Nicksa, Walter С. MM3c, USN, Wounded. 
Oberg, Burton T., Ens., USNR, Missing. 


Overbaugh, Walter J., Sic, USNR, Wounded. - 


Pacella, Michael P., ЅЕ1с, USN, Missing. 
Page, Albert F., EM2c, USN, Missing. 
Plano, Frank G., S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Poe, John W., Sic, USNR, Dead. 

Privitera, Sam A., Sic, USNR, Missing. 
Richman, Robert B., Lt. (jg) USNR, Wounded. 
Rosenshein, Oscar, MM3c, USNR, Dead. 
Sokoloski, Stanley F., 51с, USNR, Missing. 
Spon, George J., Cox., USNR, Missing. 
Stubbs, Talmadge, Sic, USNR, Wounded. 
Taglialatela, Filoteo R., Sic, USNR, Dead. 
Trudel, Frederick C., MM2c, USNR, Dead. 
Verselli, Salvatore, МоММіс, Wounded. 
White, Robert E., Sic, USNR, Wounded. 
Winslow, James A., PhM2c, USN, Dead. 
Woodend, Arthur T., Sic, USNR, Wounded. 


DELAWARE 

Hudson, Marion C., Ens., USNR, Wounded. 
Lankford, Alfred B. ARM2c, USNR, Dead. 
Nawrocki, Edmund L., AOM2c, USN, Dead. 
Schrader, William L., Yic, USNR, Missing. 
Scott, Harold K., S2c, USNR, Missing. 
Stephens, John W., AOM2c, USN, Missing. 
Swiggett, Kenneth J., S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Wortz, James B., Sic, USNR, Missing. 


DISTRICT OF COLUMBIA 

Aquilino, Herman L., Sic, USN, Wounded. 
Chandler, Theodore E., Rear Admiral, Dead. 
Dennard, Kloyce W., GMic, USN, Missing. 
Dickerson, Robert H., StMic, USN, Dead. 
Fleming, Robert W., Captain, USN, Dead. 
Henderson, Edward F., QM2c, USN, Dead. 
Redden, Robert A. Sic, USNR, Wounded. 
Sanford, James R., Sle, USNR, Dead. 
Sellers, Taft, StMic, USNR, Wounded. 
Waller, James A., F2c, USNR, Missing. 
Ward, John E., Jr., Sle, USNR, Dead. 
Wyatt, David B., Sic, USN, Missing. 


FLORIDA 

Blanco, Frank S., Sic, USN, Wounded. 
Brake, Elmer C., S2c, USNR, Dead. 
Brown, Thomas C., Cox., USNR, Wounded. 
Bryan, John C., S2c, USNR, Wounded. 


tit 


Does your 
posi-war 


OPPORTUNIT 


knock at 
this door? 


N. career opportunities 
will be available in Bank of America 
National Trust and Savings Associa- 
tion, to young men now in the arm- 
ed forces. 


Bank of America is the second lar- 
gest bank in the Nation, with пеагі 
500 branches in more than 300 Cali- 
fornia communities. Because of this, 
and Bank of America's policy of in- 
ternal promotion, the advancement 
opportunities for young men are 
exceptional. Benefits are liberal— 
group life insurance, hospitalization 
and surgical coverage, sickness pay- 
ments, and a retirement plan. A profit 
sharing bonus plan has been in oper- 
ation for a number of years. 


We look forward to the return of 
some 3000 of our own men now on 
military leave, but our prm 
organization will need additiona 
young men who have had some pre- 
war training in banking or who have 
received G. I. training in finance or 
clerical work. 


If you come to California after you 
are discharged, drop in atany branch 
of Bank of America for a friendly 
chat, or visit one of our two Person- 
nel Departments, located at 300 Mont- 
gomery Street, San Francisco, and at 
660 So. Spring Street, Los Angeles. 


Dank of 


America 


NATIONAL ЗЗЧЯТАМО ASSOCIATION 


Member Federal Deposit Insurance Corporation 


Member Federal Reserve System 


A1 


Advertisement 


WALL STREET 


Said the Sailor: 


"Keep Reports Coming" 


Early in the war a special Service- 
men's Department was established by 
the nationwide investment firm of 
Merrill Lynch, Pierce, Fenner & Beane 
—object, to help men in uniform with 
their investment problems. The need 
for such service and the scope of its 
efiectiveness is attested by compli- 
mentary letters under strange date- 
lines. 

One such newly-arrived missive was 
from a naval officer aboard а U. S. 
warship, who expressed satisfaction in 
the closing line, “Keep up the good 
work and keep the reports coming." 
As evidence that even men in.tactical 
units can keep up with investment 
affairs, six other officers on the same 
ship have opened M L, P, F & B ac- 
counts, having seen how the Service- 
men's Department works. 


"Wilco" 


To requests for quotations, reports 
and analyses, M L, P, F & B reaction 
is prompt and practical—available de- 
tails go out airmail, return mail, if 
possible. For this, no cost or obliga- 
tion to any serviceman of the U. S. or 
our allies, anywhere іп the world. 


That these services are helpful 


and that our fighting men are versa- 
tile is proved by the example of an 
officer in the Philippines who has suc- 
cessfully managed both fighting and 
investments, simultaneously. 


Far East Fame 

Global war has spread the word of 
the Servicemen's Department far and 
wide; in the same mail with letters 
from Europe and South America 
comes а corporal’s letter from the 
Far East. The request was for the 
booklet “SERVICE FOR SERVICE- 
MEN,"* contained the encouraging 
message * Your firm has been recom- 
mended to me as one of high caliber, 
and I feel we shall be able to do 
business in the near future." 

Designed specially for investment- 
minded men in service, “SERVICE 
FOR SERVICEMEN" answers many 
of the questions they want answered 
—“ How do I open an account?", 
“What commission do I pay?", “What 
is a Cash Account?", etc. Full details 
on M L, P, F & B facilities and oper- 
ations of the Servicemen's Depart- 
ment are also included and welcomed 
by officers and enlisted men both 
overseas and in the U. S. 

* “Service for Servicemen" will be sent promptly 
and without obligation to any member of the Armed 
Forces requesting it—write to Servicemen's Depart- 


ment, Merrill Lynch, Pierce, Fenner бу Beane, 70 
Pine St., New York 5, N. Y., U. S. A., for your copy. 
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Butler, William В. ARM2c, USNR, Missing. 
Canty, W. H., Lt. (jg) USNR, Dead. 
Coleman, Willard J., S2c, USNR, Dead. 
Cook, Richard E., 52с, USNR, Dead. 
Cowart, Blane E., SoM2c, USN, Missing. 
Diamond, William У. RMic, USN, Missing. 
Gibson, John B., StM2c, USNR, Dead. 
Gilbert, Charles H., Jr., EM1c, USNR, Dead. 
Goertz, Conrad T., Lt., USNR, Missing. 
Hallick, Edward А. S2c, USNR, Missing. 
Harp, Marion F., GMic, USN, Wounded. 
Ingram, Galen D., Flc, USN, Missing. 
Jones, Robert E., AOM2c, USNR, Safe. 
Kemp, Jack W., S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Lange, Walter A., ACMM, USNR, Wounded. 
Luther, Ernest D., S1c, USNR, Dead. 
Malory, John R., S2c, USNR, Missing. 
Mann, Charles B., MoMMic, USN, Dead. 
Matthews, Wanza E., Jr., S2c, USNR, Dead. 
McKnight, John J., MM2c, USNR, Dead. 
MeMillon, Ben, S2c, USNR, Missing. 


Meredith, Charlie B., Cox., USNR, Wounded. 


Merritt, George H., FC3c, USNR, Missing. 
Needham, George M., EMic, USNR, Missing. 
Nelson, Albert L., AOMic, USN, Missing. 
Putnam, Avery C., Slc, USNR, Dead. 
Richardson, John P., Ens., USNR, Safe. 


Robinson, Turner B., МоМмМіс, USNR, Missing. 


Saladrigas, Manuel, Flc, USNR, Dead. 


Sanders, Adolphus L., AMM2c, USN, Wounded. 


Shurney, William H., Stic, USN., Wounded. 
Simmons, Timothy, St3c, USN, Dead. 
Smith, George T., Slc, USNR, Dead. 
Snead, James F., BM2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Staubach, Charles, CEM, USN, Dead. 
Topliff, John W., Lt. (jg) USNR, Wounded. 
Wood, Lumpkin, ACMM, USN, Dead. 


GEORGIA T 


Allen, Walter D., S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Armstrong, James W., Jr., ARM2c, Missing. 
Baxter, Earlon F., Sic, USN, Wounded. 
Bell, Thomas W., S2c, USNR, Dead. 

Bryan, Wallace, MoMM2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Carithers, James P., Fic, USNR, Missing. 
Chandler, Bynum A., Slc, USNR, Dead. 
Cody, Joseph W., St3c, USN, Dead. 

Cook, Henry D., WTic, USNR, Wounded. 


Denmark, James А. GM3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Faircloth, George K., CPhM, USNR, Wounded. 


Frey, James M., Lt. (jg) USNR, Missing. 
Gibbs, Charlie H., AMM3e, USN, Wounded. 
Hagan, Garette, StMic, USNR, Missing. 
Helms, Loumas E., Sic, USNR, Dead. 
Holland, Velvin W., SK2c, USNR, Dead. 
Laney, James B., MMic, USN, Missing. 
Lunsford, Alexander C., CWT, USNR, 
Wounded 
Lynn, Roy W., S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Moon, Elmer J., Jr., Slc, USNR, Missing. 
Moses, Henry L., StM2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Nolen, Wyley P., S2c, USNR, Missing. 
Patterson, Kimsey A., S2c, USNR, Dead. 
Sargent, William T., S2c, USNR, Dead. 
Smith, Charlie F. StMic, USNR, Missing. 
Thurmond, Willard A., Sic, USNR, Dead. 
Voylls, Hollice L., Y2c, USN, Dead. 
Wells, Jasper B., Jr., SC3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Wimberly, James M., Ens., USNR, Dead. 


IDAHO 


Bell, Edwin O., Sic, USNR, Dead. 
Brown, William Н., S1c, USNR, Dead. 


Daniger, Raymond H., Cox., USNR, Wounded. 


Gummersall, Howard, GM2c, USNR, Dead. 
Johnston, Paul E., RT1c, USNR, Wounded. 
Mears, Allen G., Bkr2c, USNR, Missing. 
Miller, Donald S., Ens., USNR, Dead. 
Peterson, Cecil D., Sle, USNR, Dead. 
Robinson, Virgil D., RM3c, USNR, Missing. 
Russell, Maurice L., Lt. (jg), Wounded. 
Smith, Robert A., Ens., USNR, Missing. 
Smyth, George W., WT2c, USNR, Dead. 


ILLINOIS 


Abbott, William E., AMM3c, USN, Dead. 
Allen, John R., Sle, USNR, Wounded. 
Anderson, Emil E., Slc, USNR, Dead. 


Anderson, George M., BM2c, USNR, Wounded. 


Baruth, Thomas P., S2c, USNR, Dead. 


Bednarksi, Richard M., Slc, USNR, Wounded. 


Beery, Eugene D., RM3c, USNR, Missing. 
Black, Leo D., SM3c, USN, Wounded. 
Block, Edward, Cox., USN, Wounded. 

Blum, Robert A.. MoMM3c, USNR, Missing. 
Bonos, Harry J., S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Bugajsky, Edward J., S2c, USNR, Missing. 
Call, James B., RM2c, USNR, Missing. 
Carrell, Donald І. RM3¢, USNR, Wounded. 


Charles, Vernon В. GM3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Chayes, Lincoln A., Lt. (jg), USNR, Dead. 
Cholewa, Mitchell J., Sic, USNR, Wounded. 
Chorley, Thomas D., SK2c, USN, Missing. 
Churchill, John А. Sic, USN, Wounded. 
Cieply, Norbert J., ARM2c, USNR, Dead. 
Collins, Densmore B., Lt., USNR, Missing. 
Coshow, John F., AOM2c, USN, Safe. 

Coyle, Cyrus О. AMM2c, USNR, Missing. 
Davidson, Odis M., ARM2c, USN, Dead. 
Denning, Frederick M., S2c, USNR, Dead. 
Derrico, Stanley V., Cox., USNR, Wounded. 
Dudek, John M., Lt., USNR, Wounded. 
Dvorin, Paul, SoM3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Edwards, William L., НА1с‚ USN, Dead. 
Ehret, John E., Ens., USNR, Safe. 

Ewing, John L., QM3c, USN, Missing. 
Fagan, William J., S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Finkenbinder, Laverne W., ARM3c, Dead. 
Fletcher, Willard M., Ens., USNR, Missing. 
Forss, Frank І. Lt. USNR, Wounded. 
Freye, Albert H., MM3c, USNR, Missing. 
Friedman, David L., QM3c, USNR, Missing. 
Gallo, Michael C., Sic, USNR, Wounded. 
Garrison, Donald W., Stc, USNR, Dead. 
Getz, Harold Ens., USNR, Dead. 

Goedert, Francis, Ens., USNR, Dead. 
Green, Doyle A., SoM3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Gregg, Lloyd E., ARM1c, USNR, Dead. 
Gorman, John Р. ARMic, USNR, Dead. 
Griffith, Joseph В. Jr., MM1c, Wounded. 
Grimes, James, QM2c, USNR, Missing. 
Gusline, Louis A., S2c, USN, Missing. 
Ham, Charles H., S2c, USNR, Missing. 
Hammerle, James С. Sle, USNR, Wounded. 
Hannabarger, Melton B., S2c, USNR, Missing. 
Harmon, Arthur R., Jr., S2c, USN, Missing. 
Harris, Hershell D., SSM3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Heinrich, William Jr. AOMS3c, Missing. 
Helm, Beuaford J., GM2c, USN, Wounded. 
Hiatt, Jerry R., Fic, USNR, Wounded. 
Hintz, Donald L., Slc, USNR, Wounded. 
Hogan, Herbert C., Lt., USNR, Missing. 
Holden, Harold J., 51с, USNR, Missing. 
Inda, George T., Cox., USNR, Missing. 
Iovino, Angelo R., S2c, USNR, Dead. 
Itterman, Alfred S., Ens., USNR, Wounded. 
Jackson, Wilton A., FC3c, USNR, Dead. 
Johnson, Carl O., GMic, USN, Wounded. 
Johnson, Warren G., Ens., USNR, Wounded. 
Kettle, Joseph E., Lt., USNR, Dead. 
Lanning, Robert F., Sic, USNR, Missing. 
Leeman, Merton H., Jr. Slc, USNR, Missing. 
Lewandowski, Edmund P., Sic, USN, Missing. 
Longosz, Raymond F., Sic, USNR, Dead. 
Masulis, Albert A., GM2c, USNR, Wounded. 
May, William D., S2c, USNR, Dead. 
McCarter, Merl E. BoMic, USN, Dead. 
McCormick, William М. ARM3c, Missing. 
McDaniel, Hector S., Ens., USN, Safe. 
MeMakin, William C., WT1c, USN, Missing. 
Melvin, Robert L., SK3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Miller, William M., QM3c, USNR, Dead. 
Moews, Warren M., RM3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Morgan, James Е. Кіс, USNR, Wounded. 
Murney, Donald W., S2c, USNR, Missing. 
Myles, Ralph Ј., M3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Neumann, Jack C., MM3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Norek, Thomas G., Lt. (jg), USNR, Missing. 
O’Reilly, Robert H., Lt. (jg) USNR, Missing. 
Parichy, Emery W., QM2c, USNR, Dead. 
Pattillo, Robert B., CSK, USN, Missing. 
Paxton, Lewis A., MoMM3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Peak, Randolph M., F2c, USNR, Missing. 
Pellinat, Charles A., Sic, USN, Wounded. 
Peloza, Joseph A., Jr., Flc, USNR, Wounded. 
Peter, Robert E., EM2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Peterson, Edward W., AMM3c, USNR, Dead. 
Pfeifer, Robert H., GM3c, USN, Missing. 
Phillips, John М. Sic, USNR, Wounded. 
Pick, Alan E., Ens., USNR, Wounded. 
Pick, Richard S., 51с, USNR, Missing. 
Plasters, Everett C., S2c, USNR, Missing. 
Plough, James, BMic, USN, Wounded. 
Propst, Edward S., SC2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Puc, Adam M., Cox., USNR, Wounded. 
Pulliam, Arthur R., Fic, USNR, Missing. 
Pusateri, Joseph M., ARM2c, USN, Dead. 
Radke, Edward E., AMM3c, USNR, Missing. 
Ralph, Edward A., Sic, USNR, Wounded. 
Reed, Glenn E., SM2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Reiff, Arvin E., MM2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Reynolds, Howard R., Flc, USNR, Wounded. 
Rhue, Harry M., Sic, USNR, Dead. 
Richardson, David E., Lt. Cmdr., USNR, Dead. 
Rizzo, Charles V., SC3c, USNR, Dead. 
Robbins, Robert G., Flc, USN, Missing. 
Rosen, Ralph J., Lt. (jg), USNR, Wounded. 
Rundie, Gerald С. AM3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Ryder, William A., Slc, USNR, Wounded. 
Sabol, Steven, Lt. (jg), USN, Missing. 

Sala, Roland O., Cmdr., USNR, Wounded. 


Our Navy 


Saltz, John T., 52с, USNR, Wounded. 
Sanchez, Peter, Jr.; AOM2c, USNR, Safe. 
Schneider, Earl J., S1c, USNR, Wounded. 


Schneider, James В. SM3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Schrambeck, Edward Ј., ARM3c, USNR, Dead. 


Schultz, Russell E., Sr., F2c, Wounded. 
Schultz, Walter M., Sic, USNR, Dead. 
Sibert, Chester M., SSM3c, USNR, Dead. 
Silkwood, Maurice E., S2c, USNR, Dead. 
Slickers, Allen, Ens., USNR, Wounded. 
Stalun, Walter F., TM3c, USN, Missing. 
Stephens, Cyril E., EM2c, USNR, Missing. 


Stoneking, Floyd D., Cox., USNR, Wounded. 


Sullivan, Thomas H., ARM2c, USNR, Safe. 
Sumrall, Thomas B., S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Surber, Gordon E., TM2c, USNR, Wounded. 


Sutton, Charles L., Jr., WT1c, USN, Wounded. 


Taromino, Joseph A., Sic, USNR, Dead. 
Thiergartner, Leonard S., Sic, Wounded. 
Tonsick, Rudolph, ART2c, USNR, Dead. 
Trembczynski, Thomas А. Bkr3c, Wounded. 
Tucker, Raymond E., F2c, USN, Wounded. 
Turner, George, StMic, USNR, Dead. 
Valenta, Elmer C., Slc, USNR, Wounded. 
Venard, John J., PhM3c, USNR, Dead. 
Vinke, Raymond S., Sic, USNR, Dead. 
Volcke, Albert M., Y3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Weaver, Albert A., Sic, USNR, Dead. 
Weber, Raymond W., Fic, USNR, Missing. 
Weger, Martin G., EM2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Weide, Edward L., MM3c, USNR, Dead. 
White, Leonard M., TM3c, USNR, Missing. 
Whittington, Ralph A., Sic, USNR, Dead. 
Wilson, Henry M., Lt. (jg), USNR, Dead. 
Wolf, Herman E., Sic, USNR, Dead. 
Woodrich, Miro, SM2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Woods, Donald R., Ens., USNR, Wounded. 
Zentera, Edward, TM2c, USNR, Dead. 


Zubrick, George W., AMM3c, USNR, Wounded. 


INDIANA 


Baumgartner, Paul J., S1c, USNR, Dead. 
Boyd, Ralph E., RM2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Browder, Bert J. Sic, USNR, Wounded. 
Davidhizar, Louis D., F2c, USNR, Wounded. 


Garten, William L., AMM2c, USNR, Wounded. 


Gilbert, Joseph E., Lt. (jg), USNR, Dead. 


Greenwood, Charles W., PhM3c, USNR, Dead. 


Hamner, Lawrence H., Fic, USNR, Dead. 
Harbaugh, Rondall C., MM3c, USNR, Dead. 
Harris, John G., Fic, USNR, Missing. 
Hessman, Frank E., S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Hook, John R., Y3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Hubbard, Ebbie J., StMic, USNR, Wounded. 
Johnson, James E., RM2c, USNR, Missing. 
Jones, John N., WT3c, USNR, Dead. 
Kratoska, Richard T., F2c, USNR, Dead. 
Landrum, Donald R., Sic, USNR, Dead. 
Lanning, Charles М. MM2c, USNR, Dead. 
Lillard, Neal, Jr. StM2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Linzer, William Т. Bkr3c, USNR, Missing. 
Logsdon, Herbert H., ARM2c, USNR, Dead. 


Manning, Henry H., MMic, USNR, Wounded. 
Mattix, Donovan U., PhM2c, USNR, Wounded. 


Mazura, Thomas J., SM3c, USNR, Missing. 
McGee, James C., Sic, USNR, Dead. 
Menke, William: C., Lt. (jg), USNR, Missing. 
Miller, Robert T., TM2c, USNR, Missing. 
Moelter, Fred J., Ens., USNR, Missing. 
Neff, Clifford K., SKic, USNR, Wounded. 
Nester, John E., S2c, USNR, Dead. 

Riddle, Arthur R., QM1c, USNR, Dead. 
Schenck, Harold E., Ens., USNR, Missing. 
Secor, Charles H., S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Shaw, Robert M., CM2c, USNR, Dead. 
Shriver, Warren F., Flc, USNR, Missing. 
Soper, Cornelius R., Cox., USNR, Dead. 


Springman, William W., Sic, USN, Wounded. 


Starn, Clayton, Jr., AOM3c, USNR, Dead. 
Stettler, John A., F2c, USNR, Missing. 
Stewart, Charles R., ARM2c, USNR, Missing. 
Stewart, Hansford, S2c, USNR, Dead. 
Strausser, Clarence E., Fic, USNR, Missing. 
Sudovich, Mike, BMic, USNR, Missing. 
Taylor, Herbert R., Sic, USNR, Wounded. 
Thomas, Robert K., Sic, USNR, Wounded. 
Vandrely, Donald L., Fic, USNR, Dead. 
Waddell, Robert, StMic, USNR, Dead. 
Willey, Horace E., F2c, USNR, Missing. 
Wojciechowski, Joseph W., S2c, Missing. 


IOWA 


Brousseau, Herbert D., Sic, USNR, Missing. 
Brown, Merle D., MM2c, USN, Wounded. 
Budak, Joseph P., ARM3c, USNR, Missing. 
Bugge, Elmer D., AMM2c, USNR, Wounded. 


Campbell, Theodore W., Fic, USNR, Wounded. 


Cooper, Wilson H., MM3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Davis, Clarence A., Flc, USNR, Missing. 


Dickinson, Charles A., MM2c, USNR, Wounded. 


Eoriatti, Harry A., GM3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Good, Jack L., Sic, USNR, Wounded. 


Мір-Аркі, 1945 


Guthrie, Robert C., CMM, USNR, Missing. 
Haloupek, Walter O., Ens., USNR, Missing. 
Hamilton, Cecil B., Sle, USNR, Wounded. 
Hatala, Louis H., Sle, USNR, Wounded. 
Havemann, Clayton J., MM3c, Wounded. 
Houdek, Joseph V., WT1c, USNR, Dead. 
Hough, Charles R., ARM3c, USNR, Missing. 
Jetter, Roy 7. RM3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Karsemeyer, Henry ACRM, USNR, Dead. 
Kean, Kenneth, Sic, USNR, Dead. 
Krouch, Dean R., S2c, USNR, Dead. 
Lamb, Fargust E., S2c, USNR, Dead. 
McCoy, Walter G., CMoMM, USN, Missing. 
Minard, Jimmie, S2c, USN, Missing. 
Moore, Everett Ј., CWT, USN, Wounded. 
Moore, James C., S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Morrissey, Robert W., PhM3c, Wounded. 
Mulford, Earl A., AOM2c, USNR, Safe. 
Myers, Harold K., Sic, USNR, Missing. 
Neff, Donald R., FC3c, USNR, Missing. 
Nitzel, Billie J., AOMic, USNR, Dead. 
Norton, Jack D., S2c, USNR, Dead. 
Olson, Vernon A., SC2c, USNR, Dead. 
Perkins, Leslie J., Slc, USNR, Wounded. 
Peterson, Vern A., SK2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Portis, Donald E. Sic, USNR, Wounded. 
Roth, Edward J., MoMM2c, USNR, Wounded 
Saladonis, George P., AOM2c, USNR, Dead. 
Schaeffer, Albert A., S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Sherk, Robert C., Sic, USN, Dead. 

Shove, Robert G., Flc, USN, Dead. 

Simon, Joe L., Sic, USNR, Dead. 

Smith, Louis A., Y3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Smith, Robert B., Lt. (jg) USNR, Missing. 
Smoyer, Ralph E., GM2c, USNR, Missing. 
Strong, Lawrence D., Sic, USNR, Wounded. 
Sullivan, Miles J., AOM2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Swanson, Dale J., CFC, USN, Wounded. 
Thoreson, Vernon C., SC2c, USN, Dead. 
Towle, Russell, Cox., USNR, Dead. 
Tucker, Harold L., Slc, USNR, Dead. 
Virden, Calvin C., F2c, USN Dead. 
Vreeland, Merrill, N., Sic, USNR,’ Dead. 
Walkup, John P., S2c, USNR, Missing. 
Wall, Vernon Р. MoMMic, USNR, Missing. 
Wenthe, Claude L., MM3c, USNR, Missing. 
Whelan, John E., Cox., USNR, Missing. 


White, Clarence L., Jr., S2c, USNR, Wounded. 


Willey, Clarence E., F2c, USNR, Dead. 
Wilson, Marion E., BM2c, USNR, Missing. 
Winkler, Oris L., Sle, USN, Wounded. 
Wright, Hugh E., AOM2c, USNR, Missing. 
Wright, Lyle A., QM3c, USNR, Missing. 


KANSAS 


Alcock, Harold P., RM3c, USNR, Dead. 
Allen, Roger R., PhM2c, USNR, Dead. 
Bishop, Walter D., Lt. (jg) USNR, Missing. 
Blair, Stanley R., Lt. (jg), USNR, Wounded. 
Bryant, Theodore W., SFic, USNR, Dead. 
Bullock, D. J., Y3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Dale, Wayne W., SF2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Feldkamp, Leo H., Sic, USNR, Missing. 
Gilmore, Charles L., EMic, USN, Wounded. 
Harris, Glenn E., CGM, USNR, Wounded. 
Heath, James M., StMic, USNR, Missing. 
Heffel, Reuben B., Sic, USNR, Dead. 
Hennis, Francis B., Fic, USNR, Missing. 
Huff, Roy E.. MoMM2c, USNR, Missing. 
Jackson, Guy A., GM3c, USNR, Dead. 
Landers, Mardonis T., RM3c, USNR, Dead. 
Larimer, Richard H., S2c, USNR, Missing. 
Miller, Albert E., Sic, USNR, Dead. 

Morris, Edward L., FC2c, USNR, Missing. 
Neff, Charles H., Lt., USNR, Wounded. 
Nivison, Clinton L., EMic, USNR, Missing. 
Reynolds, Homer R., S2c, USNR, Missing. 
Roberts, Julius L., ARMic, USNR, Missing. 
Sheern, James E., S2c, USNR, Missing. 
Shepler, Jack L., AMM2c, USNR, Missing. 
Shinkle, John K., S2c, USNR, Missing. 
Staley, David H., SoM2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Strong, Trumand D., TM2c, USNR, Missing. 
Swan, William L., Ens., USNR, Dead. 


Turner, Maurice E., MM2c, USNR, Wounded. 


Washburn, Elmer F., Sic, USNR, Wounded. 


Williams, Albert A., StM1c, USNR, Wounded. 


KENTUCKY 


Barnes, James E., SC2c, USNR, Missing. 
Buckner, Alphine, St3c, USNR, Missing. 
Cline, Leon B., SoM3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Day, James G., Ens., USNR, Dead. 

Ford, Goebel B., GM2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Gardner, James R, AMMic, USNR, Missing. 
Glass, Rethel L., S2c, USNR, Dead. 

Hail, Raymond E. S2c, USNR, Missing. 
Johnson, Hewey C. RM3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Kraus, John С. EM3c, USN, Wounded. 
Logan, Samuel M., Lt., USN, Missing. 
McKenzie, Thomas Е., AOMic, USNR, Dead. 
Mills, Virgil, Cox., USNR, Wounded. 


Trust to the men who’ve 
brewed Ale and only Ale 
for 68 years! Whenever 
you'rein New England,say 
"Make mine Hanley's'"' 
and be sure of the dry tang 
of hops—the mellow char- 
acter of barley malt that 
combine to make Hanley's 
as fine as fine Ale can be! 


у ie 
HANLEY'S 
ALE 


Brewers of Fine 
Ales and Porter 
Since 1876 
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GRIFFIN ABC PASTE POLISH gives a 
bright, long-lasting shine that re- 
brushes for days. 


Since 1890 GRIFFIN 
has been the favo- 
rite shoe polish of 
all the Services. 


A GRIFFIN shine 
helps protect and 
preserve the leather 
of your shoes. 


QAYNA 


A:B-C 
Wax 
SHOE POLISH J 


GRIFFIN | 


THE GREATEST NAME 
IN SHOE POLISH 
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Moran, Jesse W., Slc, USNR, Missing. 
Newton, Kenneth E., S1c, USNR, Wounded. 
Nuxol John F., Jr. Ү1с, USNR, Wounded. 


Pennington, Harold W., S2c, USNR, Wounded. 


Prater, Robert 5. Sic, USNR, Wounded. 
Protsman, William O., F2c, USNR, Dead. 
Readnour, Robert, 52с, USN, Wounded. 
Reed, Uylesses Z., S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Sadler, John C., TM2c, USNR, Missing. 
Schaaf, Henry В. Sic, USNR, Wounded. 
Skreba, Leonard T., Ens. USNR, Wounded. 
Stafford, Wilburn, SC3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Stewart, Joseph M., Sic, USNR, Wounded. 
Stewart, Paul L., Sic, USN, Wounded. 
Stone, Harold R., Mic, USN, Missing. 
Story, Curtis, E., S2c, USNR, Missing. 
Thomas, Clifton H., Sic, USNR, Missing. 
Thompson, Harry L., TMic, USN, Dead. 
Vicars, James M., 51с, USNR, Wounded. 
Waddle, Kenneth A., AMM3c, USNR, Dead. 
Wiant, Thomas S., MM2c, USNR, Missing. 
Wilson, Fred, Slc, USNR, Missing. 


LOUISIANA 

Acosta, Joseph J., Jr., PhMic, Wounded. 
Armbrust, Lester, S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Arnold, Warren H., F2c, USNR, Dead. 
Arpin, Louis W., Sic, USNR, Missing. 
Barbier, Gerald J., S2c, USNR, Dead. 
Christensen, Melburn, ЕМІс, USNR, Missing. 
Crow, Harry A., ARM2c, USNR, Dead. 
David, Robert B., ARMic, USN, Dead. 
Dumas, Herman C., Slc, USNR, Missing. 
Eaton, James B., Jr., Lt. Cmdr., Wounded. 
Folse, Francis L., S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Fuellhart, Donald E., Jr., Sle, USNR, Dead. 
Graves, Patrick H., PhMic, USNR, Wounded. 
Griffin, Alvin S., S2c, USNR, Missing. 
Haughton, William M., Jr., WT3c, Wounded. 
Hoffpauir, Theodore U., Jr., ARM3c, Missing. 
Hukins, Orlin, S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Johnson, Shirely A., EMic, USN, Missing. 
Konzelman, Walter C., F2c, USNR, Dead. 
Kroeper, Frank A., Jr., Sic, USNR, Missing. 
LaFosse, Harvey A., S2c, USNR, Dead. 
LaFrance, Joseph H., Jr., S2c, USNR, Missing. 
Long, James, Jr., S2c, USNR, Missing. 
Lyons, Felix J., MM3c, USNR, Missing. 
Maxey, Barney F., S2c, USNR, Dead. 
McCann, Rayburn C., S2c, USNR, Missing. 
McGoey, William R., ART3c, USNR, Wounded, 
Miller, Jack H., RM3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Miller, Joel, S2c, USNR, Missing. 

Morgan, John P., Sic, USNR, Wounded. 
Nichols, William M., MM2c, USNR, Dead. 
Ortego, Bernard J., Sic, USNR, Dead. 
Parker, Kenzie, S2c, USNR, Missing. 
Percy, William C., Jr., Blc, USN, Wounded. 
Perilloux, Howard W., S2c, USNR, Missing. 
Randolph, Norman F., Lt., USNR, Dead. 
Reed, Joseph O., Sic, USNR, Wounded. 
Robinette, Richard K., Slc, USNR, Wounded. 
Russell, Lee C., Jr., S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Sampere, Carlo P., S2c, USNR, Missing. 
Saviro, John N, CEM, USNR, Wounded. 
Stuckey, Clifford S., Jr., Sic, Missing. 
Suhre, Earle F., EM2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Thomas, Nolan O., S2c, USNR, Missing. 
Vallery, John V., APC, USN, Missing. 
Washington, Delarce, StM2c, USNR, Dead. 
Woodard, O. J., StM2c, USNR, Missing. 
Zachary, Jack, C3c, USNR, Missing. 


MAINE 

Albert, Reny, Cox., USNR, Dead. 
Beaupre, Emilien, Sic, USNR, Missing. 
Booker, Roland A., Sic, USNR, Wounded. 
Bragg, Horace R., Sic, USNR, Missing. 
Call, Franklin D., SC3c, USNR, Missing. 
Conant, Kenneth C., Sic, USNR, Missing. 
Curtis, Leroy E., S2c, USN, Wounded. 


Daggett, Alfred A., MMic, USNR, Wounded. 


Dewley, Arthur Sic, USNR, Missing. 
Dyer, Ellsworth R., Sic, USNR, Missing. 
Elsemore, Lawrence A., Sic, USNR, Missing. 
Farren, Roy E. Jr. EM2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Frost, Clarence R., 51с, USNR, Wounded. 
Gardiner, Carl T., Cox., USNR, Missing. 
Montalban, Celedonio, Stic, USN, Missing: 
Richard, Omar A., S2c, USNR, Dead. 
Scamman, Roger W., Yic, USNR, Dead. 
Timoney, Leland E., Sic, USNR, Wounded. 


MARYLAND 

Allen, Raymond E., F2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Ballard, Charles E., AEM3c, USN, Wounded. 
Beutelspacher, Walter F., SC3c, Missing. 
Brooks, John .P., Sic, USNR, Wounded. 
Inglis, Thomas B., Captain, USN, Wounded. 
Jackson, James A., Y2c, USNR, Wounded. 


Kintberger, Leon 5. Cmdr., USN, Wounded. ` 


Knozek, Chester, ARM3c, USNR, Safe. 


Lutz, Frank T., CCS, USN, Dead. 

Mann, William M. Ens. USNR, Missing. . 
Mares, Edward L., S2c, USNR, Missing. 
Mattes, August C., CEM, USNR, Dead. 
McLendon, Ernest L., Jr., GM2c, Wounded. 
Metts, Wilson W., CMM, USN, Wounded. 
Mills, James A., Ens., USNR, Wounded. 
Morgan, Joseph R., Slc, USNR, Wounded. 
Musciano, James С. QM3c, USN, Wounded. 
Parsons, Alfred W., RM2c, USNR, Missing. 
Pickett, George W., RM2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Pozolante, Michael A., SKlc, USNR, Missing. 
Roberg, Ernest C., 51с, USNR, Dead. 
Sezerbicki, Walter R., F2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Sharpless, Aros L., S2c, USNR, Missing. 
Tall, Elbert W., RM2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Townsend, George W., Jr., Sic, USNR, Dead. 
Travers, Lloyd L., 51с, USN, Missing. 


MASSACHUSETTS 

Adams, Robert E., Sle, USNR, Missing. 
Auretta, Arthur W., 551с, USN, Dead. 
Bailey, James S., AMM3c, USNR, Missing. 
Beauregard, Valmore W., Flc, USNR, Missing. 
Bennett, Gerald G., QM2c, USNR, Dead. 
Boivin, Ernest J. Sic, USNR, Wounded. 
Boyd, Bruce E., ARM3c, USNR, Dead. 
Bridges, Ralph P., ARM2c, USNR, Missing. 
Brooks, Albert L., RM3c, USNR, Missing. 
Carideo, Carmelo T., MoMM2c, USNR, Missing. 
Cash, Wilfred L., MoMM3c, USNR, Missing. 
Castagnetti, Henry, S2c, USNR, Missing. 
Chaffee, Robert E., S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Chenard, Roland R., Fic, USN, Missing. 
Chick, John E., Sic, USNR, Wounded. 
Clapp, Alfred L., Jr., Lt. (jg), USNR, Dead. 
Clark, Harry O., Jr., ART2c, USNR, Dead. 
Clinton, Stephen, CBM, USN, Missing. 

Costa, Andrew J., S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Costello, John A., Slc, USNR, Dead. 

Cote, Gaston J., Sic, USNR, Dead. 

Cote, Raymond A., PR2c, USN, Dead. 
Coughlin, Francis J., Sic, USNR, Missing. 
Cranton, Theodore W., Jr., S2c, Wounded. 
Creeden, Daniel Е., MoMM3c, USNR, Dead. 
Crispina, George J., Slc, USNR, Missing. 
Cronin, Robert E., Sic, USNR, Wounded. 
Cunnally, James P., MoMMic, USNR, Missing. 
Cunningham, Sylvester, Lt. Cmdr., Dead. 
Darcy, Edward J. TM2c, USN, Missing. 
DeCarlo, Cosimo, Cox., USN, Wounded. 
Dee, Leo R., S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
DePaola, James, Slc, USNR, Wounded. 
Devarney, Victor, 51с, USNR, Dead. 

DiNitto, Louis Р. Sic, USNR, Missing. 
Doyle, Theodore 7. RM3c, USN, Dead. 
Drobot, Frank J., WT3c, USNR, Dead. 

Elliot, Nelson W., WT3c, USNR, Dead. 

Ells, Howard Е., Lt. (jg), USNR, Wounded. 
Flematti, John А. Sic, USNR, Dead. 
Fleming, John F., Sle, USNR, Wounded. 
Galvin, Thomas J., Flc, USN, Dead. 
Gondron, Raymond N., MM3c, USNR, Missing. 
Goslow, Charles E., S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Gurski, Thomas E., S2c, USNR, Dead. 
Hagerstrom, Gilbert F., GM3c, Wounded. 
Hallahan, Francis L., S2c, USNR, Missing. 
Hoban, Michael J., SM3c, USN, Missing. 
Hoy, Thomas S., Lt. (jg), USNR, Wounded. 
Johnson, Charles F., S2c, USN, Dead. 
Joyce, Joseph H., Jr. Slc, USNR, Missing. 
Keane, Thomas А. Slc, USN, Wounded. 
Kelly, Joseph P., Sr., BMic, USNR, Wounded. 
Kumpunen, Otto E. SoM3c, USNR, Dead. 
Lebel, Alfred A., F2c, USN, Dead. 

Legay, Percy H., MMic, USN, Missing. 
Lepper, Ross J. RT3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Libby, Luther R., CMM, USN, Missing. 
Macri, Francis A., Fic, USNR, Dead. 

Magill, Joseph B., Lt. (jg), USNR, Wounded. 
Martin, George H., Ens., USNR, Safe. 
Mathews, William H., Lt. Cmdr., USNR, Dead. 
Matthews, Harold E., Lt. (jg) USNR, Missing. 
McCabe, Bernard E., Ens., USNR, Wounded. 
Mello, Alfred E., S2c, USN, Wounded. 
Minasian, Jack S., MoMM3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Moran, Peter M., Sic, USNR, Dead. 

Muir, George М. AMM3e, USN, Wounded. 
Mullen, Carl L., Ptric, USNR, Wounded. 
Murphy, Walter А. ARM3c, USNR, Dead. 
Nanoff, Peter, SKic, USNR, Dead. 

O’Brien, Edward F., Jr., Lt., USN, Missing. 
Oliver, Augustus C., Jr., Sic, USN, Missing. 
Pacheco, John C., Sic, USNR, Dead. 
Pertile, Angelo, CGM, USNR, Missing. 
Peters, Kenneth F., Sic, USN, Wounded. 
Petterson, James W., Yic, USNR, Dead. 
Phelps, Lawrence W., CMM, USN, Missing. 
Phillips, George L., Sic, USNR, Missing. 
Pleska, Joseph B., Lt. (jg), USNR, Dead. 
Plonsky, Samuel A., ARM3c, USN, Safe. 


Our Navy 


Poulin, Alexander L., CM3c, USN, Dead. 
Richards, Gerard P., S1c, USNR, Wounded. 
Rodgers, Walton K., Lt. (jg), USNR, Missing. 
Rowe, Robert L., Lt., USNR, Dead. 
Schoolcraft, Robert W., SC, USNR, Wounded. 
Sherman, Ernest J., M3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Sproule, William J., CTM, USN, Dead. 
Stefanik, Edward С. MMic, USN, Wounded. 
Stella, Robert J., Fic, USNR, Dead. 

Stocker, Merrill S., Ens., USNR, Dead. 
Stockton, Frank J., MoMM2c, USNR, Dead. 
Sturrock, Peter K., MM2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Suares, Manuel J., S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Sullivan, Joseph D., RM2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Telmosse, Leonard F., SKK2c, USNR, Missing. 
Toko, Rudolph E., Sle, USNR, Dead. 

Trifilo, Diamond R., BM2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Tynan, Richard F., Jr., SK2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Uszynski, Joseph J., Cox., USNR, Wounded. 
Vieira, Jaoquim, Jr. Sic, USN, Missing. 
Vigliotta, Edward M., Sic, USNR, Dead. 
Weeks, Chester S., WT2c, USNR, Dead. 
Whitcomb, Oliver W., CCSt, USN, Wounded. 
White, John R., Sic, USNR, Wounded. 
Whitman, Joseph B., Jr., 53с, USNR, Wounded. 
Williams, Newton O., SMic, USNR, Missing. 
Wolfe, Charles G., Lt. (jg), USNR, Dead. 
Zaborowski, Ralph, Sic, USNR, Wounded. 


MICHIGAN 

Barstow, Carlton E., PhMic, USNR, Missing. 
Bartlett, Ray E., Flc, USNR, Missing. 

Bird, Gerald H., Mus2c, USNR, Dead. 
Bohenna, Robert J., CM3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Boling, Frank E., Sic, USNR, Missing. 
Bortswick, William, Slc, USNR, Wounded. 
Boyer, Hubert F., Cox., USN, Dead. 
Branks, John T., RM3c, USNR, Missing. 
Brayman, Burr, Jr., S2c, USNR, Dead. 
Brennan, Joseph L., S2c, USNR, Dead. 

. Brown, Steven L., S2c, USNR, Dead. 

Byce, George L., Cox., USN, Dead. 

Carr, Clifford H., F2c, USNR, Dead. 
Chmielewski, Stanley, г. GM2c, Wounded. 
Cross, Elwood G., SF2c, USN, Missing. 
Davis, Edward C., EM1c, USN, Wounded. 
Englebert, Edwin S. Lt., USNR, Wounded. 
Fixler, Robert N., 51с, USNR, Missing. 
Fleishmann, Donald W., Ens., USNR, Wounded. 


Franeis, Gordon S., S2c, USNR, Dead. 
Funkey, George T., GMic, USNR, Missing. 
Grates, Victor S., EM2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Greene, Gordon M., AMM3c, USNR, Dead. 
Gross, Wilie M., StM1c, USNR, Missing. 
Hartgrave, Harry R., Sic, USNR, Wounded. 
Heenan, Leo J., Jr., GM2c, USN, Wounded. 
Henderson, Ferrel, Slc, USNR, Wounded. 
Horn, Roy E. S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Hubbard, Willard W., Lt. (jg), , Wounded. 
Hurd, Donald C., TM3c, USNR, Missing. 
Ikenburg, Edward J., S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Ikkala, Aaro J., Sic, USNR, Dead. 
Johnson, Walter C., MoMM2c, USNR, Dead. 
Kalocy, Lewis R., Y3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Kaminski, Richard, S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Klei, Walter C., Sic, USNR, Missing. 

Koss, John Р., Flc, USNR, Missing. 
Lanterman, Howard M., BMic, Wounded. 
Laurn, Albin E., WT1c, USNR, Dead. 
Leitgeb, Anthony, S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Little, James D., AM3c, USNR, Dead. 
Liupakka, Peter, Cox., USNR, Dead. 
Losinski, John, Jr., SK2c, USNR, Wounded 
Lourdon, William_H., AMM2c, USN, Dead. 
Magett, Roosevelt, StMic, USNR, Dead. 
Malone, Dallas L., TM2c, USNR, Missing. 


McReynolds, George C., Sic, USNR, Wounded. 


Metzger, Ray L., MM3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Michalak, Henry W., S2c, USN, Wounded. 
Miller, George L., SK3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Mitchell, Donald E., Sic, USNR, Dead. 
Morse, Calvin L., Fic, USNR, Wounded. 
Nobliski, Edward F., S2c, USNR, Dead. 
Nopen, Irwin G., GM3c, USN, Dead. 


Palazzolo, Samuel L., QM3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Patterson, Willie H., StMic, USNR, Wounded. 


Peck, Elroy R., Sic, USN, Missing. 
Pelch, Robert, Flc, USNR, Wounded. 
Post, Harold G., GM3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Ratliff, William T., S2c, USNR, Missing. 


Reynolds, Harold D., Lt. (jg), USNR, Missing. 


Rhodes, John N., Sic, USNR, Wounded. 
Rose, Hubert E., Fic, USN, Missing. 
Safko, Frank J., Flc, USNR, Dead. 
Sager, Charles J., Ens., USNR, Wounded. 
Seeley, John H., Lt. (jg), USNR, Dead. 
Shelly, Frank C., S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Short, Keith L., Sic, USNR, Dead. 


Smigielski, Leonard E., EM2c, USN, Dead. 
Smothers, James M., S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Solomon, Solomon J., CPhM, USN, Dead. 
Speight, Willie L., StM2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Spring, William B., Ens., USNR, Wounded. 
Tase, Doyle E., Sic, USNR, Wounded. 
Thulin, Carl L., F2c, USNR, Dead. 

Tipton, Doyle W., S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Tompking, Robert C., QMic, USN, Missing. 
Toole, Frank, Cox., USNR, Wounded. 
Topham, Stanley R., RM2c, USNR, Missing. 
Torres, Anthony, Cox., USNR, Wounded. 
Townsend, Lewis 7. GM2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Warren, Hiram D., 52с, USN, Missing. 
Whitscell, Cleo C., MoMM3c, USNR, Dead. 
Wieszkowiak, Alexander, GM3c, Wounded. 
Wilk, Richard W., S2c, USNR, Dead. 
Winkler, Stanley C., QM3c, USNR, Dead. 
Woodard, Eugene F., F2c, USNR, Dead. 


MINNESOTA 

Anderson, Erwin J., ARMic, USN, Missing. 
Baber, Robert O., MoMM2c, USNR, Missing. 
Banker, Donald F., Lt. Cmdr., USN, Missing. 
Bates, Raymond L., Sle, USN, Dead. 
Beaurline, Paul P., Slc, USNR, Dead. 
Brogger, Lloyd C., Lt. Cmdr., USNR, Missing. 
Brostrom, Wayne A., Slc, USN, Missing. 
Brown, George G., AOM2c, USN, Dead. 
Check, Joseph M., GM3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Colwell, Frank A., Slc, USNR, Dead. 
Colwell, George B., S2c, USNR, Dead. 
Crummy, Earl L., Ens., USNR, Dead. 
Dahlheiner, Donald В. MoMM2c, Missing. 
Deputy, Russel L., Lt. (jg), USNR, Dead. 
Edin, Erick Edwin, BM2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Egerdahl, Clifford E., Кіс, USNR, Wounded. 
French, John R., MoMM3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Gabler, Albert P., Sic, USNR, Dead. 

Geer, Glenn Garfield, Sle, USNR, Wounded. 
Gillin, Phillip S., Jr., GM3c, USN, Dead. 
Gilman, Clinton O., Sic, USNR, Dead. 
Goulson, Vernon V., S2c, USNR, Dead. 
Grant, Wellington C., S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Hile, George H., RM3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Holewa, Frank P., MM3c, USNR, Dead. 
Hurlburt, Eldon R., Sle, USN, Wounded. 
Jacobson, Roy V., Lt. (jg), USNR, Wounded. 
Johnson, Ralph M., Sic, USN, Missing. 
Kahler, Vernon F., EM3c, USNR, Missing. 


Mip-Aprin, 1945 
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BOTH Phillips’ Milk of Magnesia Tooth Paste and Phillips’ 
Milk of Magnesia Tooth Powder are regarded by many dental 
authorities as highly efficient and safe dentifrices. Both contain 
a high polishing agent to help remove surface film. Both help 
clean and polish teeth to their natural whiteness. 


Phillips’ Milk of Magnesia Tooth Paste and Tooth 
Powder contain the equivalent of 75% Genuine 
Phillips’ Milk of Magnesia. Think what this means 
in combating mouth acids on contact! Protect your 
teeth and gums. Brush them two or three times 
each day with Phillips’ Milk of Magnesia Tooth 
Paste or Tooth Powder. They both have what it 
takes. Таке your’ choice, but be sure it’s the 
Phillips’ product in the familiar red and blue 
package. On sale at your drugstore ог Ship's Service. 


PHILLIPS’ MILK 


OF MAGNESIA 
70074 PASTE -TOOTH POWDER / 
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EXCLUSIVE 
JERIS 
SERVICE 


50¢ JERIS HAIR TONIC 
at special P, X, price 


35¢ JERIS HAIR OIL 
for 1° more 


In a combination package 
at a special price 
м, їо servicemen 


SOLD ONLY THROUGH 
PXS, CANTEENS AND 
SHIPS’ SERVICE STORES 


JERIS SALES OO, 


805 EAST 140th STREET, NEW YORK 54, N.Y. 
p 
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Kirwin, William H., F2c, USN, Dead. . 
Larkin, Arthur E., Jr., Lt., USNR, Wounded. 
Larson, Walter С. Fic, USNR, Wounded. 
Lindorff, Everett M., Sic, USN, Wounded. 
Mattaz, William H., НА1с, USNR, Dead. 
McGee, John Richard, Sic, USNR, Missing. 


McLaughlin, Wilfred R., GM2c, USN, Wounded. 


Meyer, Virgil L., ARM2c, USN, Dead. 
Murray, William, Jr., Ens., USNR, Missing. 
Nelson, Edward C., HAic, USNR, Wounded. 
Oberg, Gordon F., RM3c, USN, Missing. 
Olsen, LeClaire E., Ens., USNR, Dead. 
Olson, Elmer В. RM3c, USN, Missing. 
Paulson, Roger C., WT3c, USNR, Wounded. 


Peterson, Clarence H., AMM2c, USNR, Missing. 
Peterson, Elmer N., MoMMic, USNR, Missing. 


Records, George E., Ens., USNR, Missing. 
Reishus, Orin A.,. Bkr2c, USN, Wounded. 
Salminen, Waino R., F2c, USN, Wounded. 
Sampson, Philip T., Lt. (jg), USNR, Missing. 


Shepard, Frederick L., QM2c, USNR, Missing. 


Smuda, Chester, Fic, USNR, Dead. 

Stowe, Richard I., ARM3c, USN, Missing. 
Swedell, Eugene A., MoMM3c, Wounded. 
Thompson, Marvin D., ARM3c, Wounded. 
Truax, Ralph H., SM3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Washkuhn, John E., SK3c, USN, Dead. 
Weisler, Robert L., S2c, USNR, Dead. 
Westiund, Calvin C., Fic, USNR, Wounded. 
Willianen, Edward R., S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Winger, Robert L., S2c, USN, Wounded. 
Zbylicki, Raymond J., QM3c, USNR, Dead. ` 
Zoller, Vernon, CRM, USN, Dead. 

Zuel, Edward A., EM2c, USNR, Missing. 


MISSISSIPPI 

Cayten, Eldridge, Fic, USNR, Missing. 
Gotliboski, Thomas J., CWT, USN, Missing. 
Gurley, Thomas R., QM3c, USNR, Missing. 
Harris, Tommie, StMic, USNR, Wounded. 
Holder, William B., Sic, USNR, Dead. 
Mason, Benjamin F., Jr., F2c, USNR, Dead. 
McCain, Robert J., ARM3c, USNR, Missing. 
Mells, Dan, StMic, USNR, Dead. 

Miller, Robert L., S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Norris, Leslie L., Fic, USNR, Wounded. 
Roberts, Percy T., SK3c, USNR, Dead. 
Shears, James, C3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Thompson, John F., GM3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Wallace, James C., Sic, USNR, Wounded. 
Williams, Homer R., S2c, USNR, Wounded. 


MISSOURI 


Akers, Alfred H., EM3c, USN, Missing. 
Albert, Ernest F., Slc, USNR, Wounded. 
Baker, Louis H., WTic, USN, Dead. 

Blatt, Paul E., AOM3c, USNR, Missing. 
Bloecher, Fred W., Bkric, USNR, Dead. 
Borer, Harold W., Lt., USNR, Missing. 
Brown, Maritz W., S2c, USNR, Dead. 
Brown, William D., F2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Cash, Vivian Ј., MoMMlc, USN, Missing. 
Chastain, James F., Jr., 51с, USNR, Dead. 
Clark, Wilbur L., RT2c, USNR, Missing. 
Copeland, Billy H., Cox., USNR, Dead. 
Davis, James E., Ens., USNR, Dead. 

Deere, Troy O., TM2c, USNR, Missing. 
Denzel, Arthur J., Lt., USNR, Dead. 
Deskins, Gerald F., EM3c, USNR, Missing. 
Eisenhart, James W., Jr., RM3c, Wounded. 
Enloe, Eldred O., AMM3c, USN, Missing. 
Eppler, Chris G., Sic, USNR, Missing. 


Eschbach, Richard A., AOM3c, USNR, Missing. 


Fischer, John F., Sic, USNR, Dead. 


Fleming, Robert E., Lt. (jg), USNR, Wounded. 


Forsythe, Walter W., Lt., USNR, Wounded. 
Furlong, Burl F., Sic, USNR, Dead. 


Gordon, Douglas E., GM2c, USNR, Wounded. 


Hall, George E., MoMM2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Hamilton, Carl B., PhM3c, USNR, Missing. 
Harris, Thomas W., S2c, USNR, Missing. 
Hofmann, Charles J., Ric, USNR, Dead. 
Hood, Earl V., TMic, USNR, Missing. 
Hubbard, Miles E., WT3c, USNR, Dead. 
Humphrey, Derryl I., Cox., USN, Dead. 
Johns, Otto J., Jr., S2c, USNR, Dead. 

Jones, Thomas L., F2c, USNR, Missing. 
Kester, Robert E., HA2c, USNR, Dead. 
Lambeth, Glen E., ARM3c, USNR, Missing. 
Lewis, Delbert R., EM2c, USNR, Missing. 
Lockhart, James H., S1c, USNR, Dead. 
Lockos, George N., AMM3c, USNR, Dead. 
Merrell, Howard V., Sic, USNR, Wounded. 
Middleton, August H., Jr., ARM2c, Missing. 
Moore, Mason H., Sic, USN, Missing. 
Morlan, Leland G., RM3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Mounts, Charles F., BMic, USN, Wounded. 
Noyes, Roger F., Lt., USNR, Dead. 

Orr, Raymond E, Fic, USNR, Wounded. 
Palmer, Merl O., MMic, USNR, Missing. 
Patrick, William L., Sic, USNR, Wounded. 
Paul, Stanley HS Sic, USN, Wounded. 


Rosengrant, Basil R., ARM3c, USNR, Missing, 
Row, Leonard R., Lt. (jg), USNR, Missing. 
Sandy, Kelly C., Jr., Lt., USNR, Missing. 
Schniederjans, Daniel J., S2c, USN, Missing. 
Settles, William L., S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Simms, Warren C., F2c, USNR, Missing. 
Smith, Gordon J., MM2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Smith, John H., Jr., Lt. (jg), USNR, Dead. 
Stamper, David R., S2c, USNR, Missing. 
Steffens, Kenneth C., S1c, USNR, Dead. 
Sullivan, Calvin C., Sic, USNR, Missing. 
Switzer, Alonzo J., S2c, USNR, Missing. 
Taylor, Robert P., AMM2c, USNR, Missing. 
Walker, William P., HA2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Walsh, Clarence E., BM, USN, Wounded. 
West, Robert L., F2c, USNR, Missing. 
Wiegenstein, Michael P., CMoMM, Missing. 
Willare, Frank R., Cox., USNR, Dead. 
Wilson, Carl L., S2c, USNR, Dead. 
Winkler, Walter A., Fic, USNR, Wounded. 
Wright, John W., FC3c, USNR, Missing. 


MONTANA 

Copenhaver, Howard W., BM2c, Wounded. 
Cowan, George P., WT1c, USNR, Wounded. 
Lee, Robert E., S2c, USNR, Dead. 
Maxfield, Russell A., HA2c, USN, Dead. 
Miller, Justin A., Cmdr., USN, Safe. 
Schulz, Burl A., Sic, USNR, Dead. 
Stickney, Thomas B., Jr., FC3c, USNR, Dead. 
Sutherland, George D., MoMM2c, Missing. 
Thomas, Clyde E., HA2c, USN, Dead. 
Walden, J. Lee, Sic, USNR, Missing. 
Walker, Paul B., S2c, USNR, Missing. 


NEBRASKA 

Bekke, Gerald E., CRM, USN, Missing. 
Bergevin, Patrick K., Sle, USNR, Missing. 
Bitter, John H., Fic, USNR, Dead. 

Brown, Wesley P., Sic, USNR, Wounded. 
Bull, Calvin A., RM2c, USNR, Missing. 
Darnauer, Henry F., Sic, USNR, Dead. 
Doyle, John R., Ens., USNR, Missing. 
Frahm, Lloyd H., MM2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Hagedorn, George E., Fic, USNR, Dead. 
Hohnstein, Bernard G., ARMIc, USN, Wounded. 
Jones, LeRoy N., F2c, USNR, Missing. 

Kaiser, John Р. WT2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Kubicka, Edward L., Y3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Lux, Teddy M., Sic, USN, Wounded. 

Mares, Jack D., SM2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Markey, Willis W., QMic, USNR, Missing. 
McDonald, Edward D., Ens., USNR, Wounded. 
Mitchell, Howard E., Lt. (jg), USNR, Wounded. 
Palmer, William E., S2c, USNR, Missing. 
Rhoads, Guy В. MoMMic, USNR, Missing. 
Thies, Martin E., S2c, USN, Dead. 

Trosper, Frank, MM3c, USNR, Dead. 

Vacanti, Sam J., ACRM, USN, Missing. 
Wilson, Arthur р. AMM3c, USN, Wounded. 
Young, Robert P., EM3c, USNR, Missing. 
Zieg, Harold L., RM3c, USNR, Missing. 


NEVADA 

Cragin, Marleau J., PhoMic, USNR, Missing. 
Dondero, Donald, Lt. (jg), USNR, Safe. 
Pintar, Eli, Ens., USNR, Missing. 

Sheppard, Tom G., SoM2c, USNR, Wounded. 


NEW HAMPSHIRE 

Armstrong, Paul W., Mic, USNR, Wounded. 
Bobotas, Anast G., RM2c, USNR, Missing. 
Cook, Milton G., ARM3c, USNR, Missing. 
Deshales, Robert J., Sic, USN, Dead. 

Gile, Winston L., ARMic, USNR, Missing. 
Heimich, Erwin C., SCic, USNR, Wounded. 
Patterson, Richard D., S2c, USNR, Dead. 
Richards, Thomas P., MM3c, USNR, Missing. 
Rousselle, Joseph A., Sic, USNR, Wounded. 
Sasseville, Leo N., Sic, USNR, Wounded. 
Snyder, Robert E., S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Sweeney, Harold I., Sic, USNR, Wounded. 
Vashaw, Donald E., S2c, USNR, Dead. 


NEW JERSEY 

Abbott, Frederick L., Sic, USNR, Missing. 
Arsics, Michael G., EMic, USNR, Dead. 
Bogil, George, ARM3c, USN, Safe. 

Bristol, Frank G., ARM2c, USNR, Missing. 
Brown, Peter T., S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Burns, James P., CM, USN, Dead. 

Combas, Nicholas W., Sic, USNR, Dead. 
Crow, Troy C., MM2c, USN, Missing. 
Cunliffe, Robert A., RM3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Curry, Francis М. ARM3c, USNR, Dead. 
Daniel, Matthew A., Flc, USNR, Dead. 
Davis, Russell E., Sic, USNR, Missing. 
Diachin, James, AMM3c, USNR, Dead. 
DiBatista, Egidio J., Lt. (jg), Wounded. 
Dobrucki, Edward J., Cox., USN, Wounded. 
Dombrowski, Thomas J., ARM3c, Missing. 
Eberhardt, Raymond F., Sic, USNR, Missing. 


Our Navy 


Flaherty, John P., S1c, USNR, Dead. 
Fleisher, Melvin, S1c, USNR, Dead. 


Flinn, Alfred E., Jr., RM3c, USNR, Wounded. 


Ford, Raymond F., Sic, USNR, Missing. 
Gruver, Charles E., S2c, USNR, Missing. 
Gualtieri, Vincent P., S2c, USNR, Missing. 
Halabi, Abdul F., Slc, USN, Wounded. 
Hallman, John H., S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Hankin, Montagu, Jr., Lt. (jg), Wounded. 
Hartley, Edwin, 51с, USN, Wounded. 


Hendrickson, Walter E., Sic, USNR, Wounded. 


Hepscher, Joseph A., Sic, USNR, Wounded. 


Jamison, Robert L., ARM2c, USNR, Wounded. 


Jeczmien, Casimer C., Flc, USNR, Dead. 
Kirslis, John B., S2c, USNR, Dead. 


Krempa, Charles S., MoMMlc, USN, Missing. 


Libourel, John H., AeroM3c, USNR, Dead. 
Lisi, Girard A., SF2c, USNR, Dead. 


Lomastro, Joseph P., AOM2c, USNR, Missing. 


Mancini, Joseph, Fic, USNR, Missing. 
Mann, Josiah O., S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Manning, Michael L., 51с, USNR, Wounded. 
Marrara, Memetrio, Slc, USNR, Wounded. 
Marshall, Daniel C., Lt., USNR, Missing. 
Martin, Leonard G., SCic, USN, Dead. 
Martin, William H., Ens., USNR, Missing. 


McClelland, Frank K., Lt. (jg), USNR, Dead. 
McGrath, William E., ARMic, USNR, Missing. 


McManus, John J., ARM3c, USNR, Missing. 
McNeany, James J., Јг., QM3c, Wounded. 
Medico, Leonard N., Sic, USNR, Wounded. 
Miksis, John Ј., MMic, USNR, Wounded. 
Moncrief, John A., S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Moseley, Harmen P., CBM, USNR, Wounded. 
Mrozek, Albert C., MM2c, USN, Missing. 
Mueller, Clifford M., Ens., USNR, Dead. 


Murphy, James M., SSM2c, USNR, Wounded. 


Olah, Alex S., AOM3c, USNR, Missing. 
Palermo, John J., S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Parker, Robert A., Sic, USNR, Missing. 
Parker, William R., MM2c, USN, Dead. 
Petruskey, John J., Flc, USNR, Missing. 
Pfeiffer, Raymond A., Sic, USNR, Dead. 
Renzi, Alfred P., Slc, USNR, Wounded. 
Rescigno, Anthony, Sic, USNR, Missing. 
Rodie, Edward B., Ens., USNR, Wounded. 
Rooney, William P., SF2c, USNR, Missing. 
Runyon, Frederick M., Slc, USNR, Missing. 
Schlatter, George J., RM3c, USNR, Dead. 
Stadler, Herbert, Lt. (jg), USNR, Dead. 
Steffens, Eskew R., Slc, USNR, Dead. 
Sviben, Lawrence M., ARM2c, USNR, Safe. 
Szeluga, Chester J., Slc, USNR, Wounded. 


Teague, George T., MM2c, USN, Missing. 
Torpey, Thomas F., Jr., Ens., USNR, Dead. 


Tyira, Gustavius, Jr., MM3c, USNR, Wounded. 


Udell, Mervin F., SM3c, USN, Dead. 
Vinciquerra, Jack, S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Wilkens, Steve L., GM2c, USNR, Missing. 
Wilson, Samuel J., Cmdr., USNR, Safe. 
Wilson, William D., WT2c, USN, Wounded. 
Woodford, Thurston F., Sic, USNR, Missing. 
Zaleski, Frank M., S2c, USNR, Dead. 
Zaleski, Morton, Sic, USNR, Wounded. 
Zink, Francis J., MoMM3c, USNR, Missing. 


NEW MEXICO 

Casias, Daniel J., ARM2c, USNR, Dead. 
Cooper, Hugh A., Sic, USNR, Dead. 
Kelley, John E., Mic, USN, Missing. 
Lucero, Frank, AMM2c, USN, Wounded. 
Martinez, Quadalupe, RM3c, USNR, Dead. 
Newman, Victor D., SF2c, USNR, Dead 
Oliver, Charles L., Sic, USNR, Wounded. 
Parker, Carroll B., S2c, USNR, Dead. 
Saint, James W., MoMMic, USNR, Missing. 
Sanders, Richard D., Sic, USN, Wounded. 


NEW YORK 
Accardi, Vito T., PhM2c, USNR, Dead. 


Alvarez, Maximino P., Flc, USNR, Wounded. 


Andrews, Salvatore, S2c, USNR, Dead. 
Antoniazzi, Henry, MM2c, USNR, Missing. 
Astarita, John M., Slc, USNR, Missing. 
Bausch, Samuel, Sic, USN, Missing. 

Beck, William B., Fic, USN, Missing. 
Beer, George J., MoMMlc, USNR, Missing. 
Behan, Joseph L., Lt., USNR, Dead. 
Belkin, Fred, Sic, USNR, Wounded. 


Benjamin, Richard P., TM3c, USNR, Missing. 


Bennett, Frank J., ACRT, USNR, Wounded. 
Bernabo, Dorsey A., Sic, USNR, Wounded. 
Berry, Floyd F., CM2c. USNR, Missing. 
Berry, Robert W., EMic, USNR, Wounded. 
Biermann, Fred G., GM3c, USNR, Dead. 
Bolles, Harold C., Sic, USNR, Wounded. 
Brody, Allen, Ens., USNR, Dead. 

Brown, Joseph S., 51с, USN, Wounded. 
Brown, Theodore H., 51с, USNR, Missing. 
Browne, Stuart F., SC3c, USNR, Missing. 


Brueggemann, Arthur R., Lt., USNR, Wounded. 


Brunks, Robert F., AEM2c, USNR, Missing. 
Byrne, Joseph A., GM2c, USN, Dead. 
Caccioppoli, Jerry J., S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Calhoon, Maston F., BM, USN, Missing. 
Carnegie, Robert J., EM3c, USNR, Missing. 
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Clifford, James J., WT3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Cofield, Joseph L., StM2c, USNR, Missing. 
Connors, George J., S1c, USNR, Dead. 
Curtis, Earl W., S2c, USNR, Dead. 

Cuscione, Anthony J., S1c, USNR, Dead. 
D'Agostino, Anthony L., Sic, USN, Dead. 
D'Alia, Salvatore, Sic, USNR, Wounded. 
Dallessandro, Vincent L., TMic, USN, Missing. 
Daniels, Herbert J., S1c, USNR, Missing. 
Darde, Harry В., WT2c, USNR, Dead. 
DeFedele, Louis N., Sic, USNR, Dead. 
DelMonte, Victor R., 51с, USNR, Missing. 
DeSantis, Joseph S., S1c, USNR, Dead. 
Deveau, Joseph D., Sic, USNR, Dead. 

Devitt, Robert F., MoMM2c, USN, Missing. 
Dichiaro, Nicholas J., S1c, USNR, Missing. 
DiFrancesco, Nicholas A., Sic, USNR, Missing. 
Dordelman, Adelbert L., SM3c, USN, Missing. 
Doubblestein, Gerald S., MoMMlc, Missing. 
Doyle, Rovert W., Ens., USNR, Missing. 

Dye, Ralph 5. GM3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Eberhardt, Raymond J., 51с, USNR, Missing. 
Elinger, William А. Sic, USNR, Missing. 
Ende, Harold L., BMl1c, USN, Dead. 

Everetts, Vance A., S2c, USNR, Missing. 
Ferguson, William J., Lt. (jg), USNR, Dead. 
Fiedler, Kenneth E., Ens., USNR, Missing. 
Fiore, Vito Т. Slc, USNR, Missing. 

Flaxer, Arthur L, S2c, USNR, Missing. 

Flint, Joseph C., 51с, USNR, Wounded. 
Fowler, John J., Slc, USNR, Wounded. 
Fuchs, Jacob M., Sic, USNR, Missing. 

Fuller, Clifford: J., Lt. (jg), USNR, Wounded. 
Gadra, Kenneth, Fic, USNR, Missing. 
Gallagher, Daniel R., Slc, USNR, Wounded. 
German, John І. QM3c, USNR, Dead. 
Gilbert, Henry C., Cox., USNR, Dead. 
Ginsberg, Martin, SK3c, USNR, Dead. 

Gordis, Rene, S2c, USNR, Wounded. 

Gorman, Fames F., GM2c, USNR, Missing. 
Greco, Sam, Slc, USNR, Wounded. 
Greenbaum, Jerome W., Lt., USNR, Dead. 
Greenhouse, Morton M., Sic, USNR, Wounded. 
Griffis, William R., Jr., S2c, USNR, Missing. 
Groundwater, John W., Jr., Flc, USNR, Dead. 
Guthrie, Cleon J., S2c, USNR, Missing. 
Haase, Albert C., Sic, USNR, Missing. 
Halligan, Richard E., S2c, USNR, Missing. 
Hanley, Edward F., MM3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Hanlon, Francis X., Flc, USNR, Wounded. 
Hanly, John H., Lt. Cmdr., USNR, Wounded. 
Harden, Joseph J., S2c, USNR, Missing. 
Hayes, Harold D., S1c, USNR, Missing. 
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cision of the judges will be final. All letters 
become our property and we shall have the 
right to publicize winning letters and names of 
winners. Get your Noxzema letter in the mail 
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more 11, Md. 
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iHazard, Albert G., 51с, USNR, Dead. 
Hemstreet, Charles R., Fic, USNR, Dead. 
Henderson, James A., GM2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Henfling, Franklin, Cox., USNR, Wounded. 
Hjelmeng, Elden S., ACOM, USN, Dead. 
Holodniak, Walter, AOM2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Hubner, Emil J., Sic, USNR, Missing. 
Hughes, Paul C., Lt., USNR, Wounded. 
Hutcherson, Vard W., CMoMM, USN, Missing. 
Jernigan, Luke E., CMM, USNR, Wounded. 
Johnston, Harry L., ARM, USNR, Dead. 
June, Harold A., Slc, USNR, Missing. 

Kasko, John, Fic, USNR, Wounded. 

Keenan, Thomas M., MM3c, USN, Wounded. 
King, Leon J., GM3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Kluger, Seymour, Fic, USNR, Dead. 

Kraitz, Calvin, RM3c, USNR, Missing. 
Kuehn, Alar A., QMic, USN, Missing. 

Kuhn, William E., MMic, USNR, Dead. 
Lamock, Marcel J., Bkr2c, USN, Dead. 

Leaf, Walter S., MM3c, USNR, Missing. 
Levitan, Herman J., Flc, USNR, Missing. 
Light, Calvin I., Ens., USNR, Dead. 

Longo, Louis V., Flc, USNR, Missing. 

Maggi, Robert M., Sic, USNR, Dead. 

Maher, Edward M., RM3c, USNR, Dead. 
Maio, Arthur R., Sic, USNR, Wounded. 
Malinowski, Sigmund J., S2c, USNR, Missing. 
Mannino, Nicholas J., F2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Manzolillo, John T., S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Martin, John А. AMM3c, USNR, Dead. 
Martin, John M., Sic, USNR, Missing. 
Matteo, James, S2c, USNR, Wounded. 

Maune, James J., г. MMic, USN, Missing. 
McCabe, Francis X., Sic, USN, Dead. 
McClease, George C., AMM3c, USNR, Missing. 
McDonald, Paul A., Jr., Sic, . USN, Wounded. 
McGillin, Robert P., SM3c, USNR, Dead. 
McQueeney, William J., Sic, USNR, Dead. 
Mellert, William J., GM3c, USNR, Misting. 
Michels, Leonard J., AOM3c, USNR, Missing. 
Miller, Clarence I., CWT, USN, Missing. 
Miller, Edward W., S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Mitchell, Frank K., Lt., USNR, Dead. 
Moclair, Joseph S., MMic, USNR, Dead. 
Moschelle, William H., Jr., FC3c, USNR, Dead. 
Mularchuk, Peter, Sic, USNR, Wounded. 
Murphy, Hugh J., CGM, USNR, Missing. 
Mysona, Eugene J., СОМ, USNR, Wounded. 
Napoli, Albert F., Sic, USNR, Wounded. 
Nauman, John H., MMC, USNR, Missing. 
Nelson, William A., ARMic, USN, Wounded. 
Nemovitch, Julian, S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Nobile, Joseph S., Sic, USN, Dead. 

Norton, Victor Ј., AM3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Nucci, Louis М. USNR, Wounded. 
O'Connell, Francis X., AMM2c, USNR, Missing. 
Olsen, William J., ARM2c, USNR, Dead. 
O'Neill, William J., Jr., Ens., USNR, Dead. 
Opisso, Larry A., MoMM2c, USN, Missing. 
Orr, Lester F., Jr., Lt., USNR, Dead. 

Oshier, Allen P., S2c, USN, Wounded. 
Packard, James E., Sic, USNR, Wounded. 
Passalacqua, Louis J., Sic, USNR, Missing. 
Payne, Arthur, S2c, USNR, Missing. 
Pennington, Frank H., ACOM, USN, Wounded. 
Peterson, Melvin L., RM3c, USNR, Missing. 
Peterson, William F., Sic, USNR, Dead. 
Petito, Frank J., Slc, USNR, Dead. 

Piccirilli, Nathan F., Ens., USNR, Dead. 
Pierson, Hilan R., CMM, USN, Missing. 
Politylo, Wasil, EM3c, USNR, Missing. 

Polk, Nicholas, Lt., USNR, Wounded. 
Pomichowski, Benjamin A., Sic, Missing. 
Popovich, Nicholas Р. НА1с, USNR, Missing. 
Post, Edward C., Кіс, USNR, Wounded. 
Potter, Sheldon H., AOM2c, USNR, Missing. 
Pratt, Frederick W., Jr., Ens., USNR, Safe. 
Presiosi, Carmen J., Flc, USNR, Missing. 
Prusinski, Joseph, MMic, USN, Missing. 
Pudiack, Franklin A., HA1c, USNR, Dead. 
Purick, John A., AOM3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Pyrch, George, Sic, USNR, Missing. 

Read, William A., Lt., USNR, Safe. 

Reiser, Herbert, MM3c, USNR, Dead. 

Rhoda, Ralph N., GM2c, USN, Wounded. 
Richardson, Charles L., SK2c, USNR, Missing. 
Rindos, Leo V., GM3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Rohde, Bernard J., MoMM2c, USNR, Dead. 
Rohde, Richard K., RM3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Ross, Charles, Sr., Flc, USNR, Missing. 
Rubin, Joseph L., Lt. (jg), USNR, Wounded. 
Rumens, William, MMic, USNR, Dead. 

Ruth, George В. AMMic, USNR, Missing. 
Sahm, Kampsey B., Slc, USNR, Dead. 

Sauer, Ferdinand F., AMM3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Seaffidi, Charles А. CRM, USN, Missing. 
Scarzella, Daniel A., 51с, USNR, Missing. 
Schlecht, Walter T., CSK, USNR, Dead. 
Schmidt, Carl F., Sic, USNR, Wounded. 
Schwietzer, Robert E., Ens., USNR, Missing. 


Seibel, John J., Sic, USNR, Wounded. 

Sesso, Pasquale J., S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Shaver, Clinton E., EMic, USNR, Wounded. 
Sicherman, Burton H., PhM2c, USNR, Missing. 
Simpson, Kenneth E., GM3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Smith, Edward E., Flc, USNR, Wounded. 
Smith, Victor N., 51с, USNR, Dead. 

Spinato, Peter C., Sic, USNR, Wounded. 
Stollery, Elmer E., MoMM2c, USN, Wounded. 
Straus, Davis, Slc, USNR, Wounded. 

Thumb, Ward, CMM, USNR, Wounded. 
Torns, Herbert G., Fic, USN, Wounded. 
Tracey, Frederick K., S1c, USNR, Wounded. 
Ubite, Ernest, StMic, USNR, Dead. 

Uhlen, Evert A., MMic, USNR, Missing. 
Umina, Benson H., CPhM, USNR, Missing. 
Underhill, William H., MoMM2c, Missing. 
Vassallo, Daniel M., S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Virgilio, William A., Кіс, USNR, Dead. 
Visone, Albert J., Sle, USNR, Wounded. 
Wachunas, Charles 5. EM3c, USNR, Dead. 
Ward, James G., Fic, USNR, Wounded. 
Weiss, William A., MoMM2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Wetherald, Thomas R., MoMMic, USNR, Dead. 
Wheeler, Frank R., Slc, USNR, Dead. 

White, Maxwell A., SC3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Wieczorek, Joseph R., F2c, USNR, Missing. 
Wiegand, Robert E., SoM3c, USNR, Dead. 
Wilton, Jack J., EM3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Witkowski, Chester T., Fic, USNR, Missing. 
Wojtowicz, Edward, Sic, USN, Missing. 
Wojtowicz, Joseph C., Sic, USN, Wounded. 
Wood, James E., Fic, USNR, Wounded. 
Yuzen, Walter M., Fic, USNR, Missing. 
Zingales, Mario S., AMM3c, USNR, Wounded. 


NORTH CAROLINA 

Agner, Robert G., S2c, USNR, Dead. 
Allmond, Hillard, Sic, USN, Wounded. 
Barefoot, William 5. SFlc, USNR, Dead. 
Brooks, Harold, St3c, USN, Wounded. 

Cline, Clayton C., S2c, USNR, Dead. 
Compton, Clyde C., Sic, USN, Dead. 
Cooke, Odell H., Sic, USNR, Missing. 
Craig, James M., GM3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Crisp, Matthew B., Sic, USNR, Dead. 
Darracott, James G., Lt., USNR, Missing. 
Edwards, Carroll D., Cox., USNR, Wounded. 
Falls, Robert L., S1c, USN, Missing. 

Finch, Warren S., Sle, USNR, Missing. 
Finley, Alvin W., MMic, USNR, Dead. 
Fuller, Ervan E., C3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Green, Dayton, Flc, USNR, Dead. 

Harris, George W., Jr., MoMM2c, USNR, Dead. 
Helms, Leonard C., GMic, USN, Missing. 


` Hicks, W. L., ARM2c, USNR, Dead. 


Hill, Charlie R., SF2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Holliday, James M., F2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Jones, Carlayne, S2c, USN, Missing. 

Jones, Harry, StMic, USNR, Missing. 
Keeter, Harold F., RM3c, USNR, Wounded. 
Key, William R., WT3c, USNR, Dead. 

Lail, Gormon R., S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Lee, Rex E., SFic, USN, Dead. 

Little, Felix A., Lt., USNR, Dead. 

Loftis, William F., S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Mills, Lannie T., Jr., Е1с, USNR, Missing. 
Myers, James E., S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Norris, James M., SC3c, USNR, Wounded. 
O’Connor, Luke E., CBM, USN, Wounded. 
Odom, Shuler J., Sic, USNR, Dead. 
Owens, Andrew, StM2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Payne, Hal T., MMic, USNR, Dead. 
Peeler, William S., S1c, USNR, Wounded. 
Roberts, Francis L., Flc, USNR, Wounded. 
Simmons, Paul H., WT2c, USNR, Dead. 
Thompson, John F., Lt., USNR, Dead. 
Tiffin, Dwight W., CCSt., USN, Dead. 
Tilson, Jerome J., Lt. (jg), USNR, Wounded. 
Trull, James W., Sic, USNR, Wounded. 
Turner, William H., Ens., USNR, Dead. 
Upchurch, Percy D., Cox., USNR, Wounded. 
Walker, John P., EM2c, USNR, Wounded. 
West, Truemon L., S2c, USNR, Dead. 


NORTH DAKOTA 
Bergman, Reynold M., Sic, USNR, Dead. 
Brimer, Merril C., S2c, USN, Dead. 
Clemetson, Clair, Jr., S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Ferguson, Peter, MM2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Fuglie, Carlyle 7. AMMic, USNR, Dead. 
Gillis, Frank G., TM2c, USNR, Dead. 
Hankins, Frederick H., Lt., USNR, Missing. 
Nelson, Lowell R., GM3c, USNR, Dead. 
Thorlaksen, Arthur M., SC2c, USNR, Missing. 
Trudeau, Paul L., F2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Weist, Leo J., S2c, USNR, Wounded. 
Wells, Waldo E., Sic, USNR, Wounded. 
Zander, William G., MoMM2c, USN, Missing. 
(Continued Next Issue) 


Our Navy 


Family Inquest 


Next of kin requests your help 


HOWARD WILLIAM  PERILLOUX, 52с, 
USS MOUNT HOOD, is missing. Shipmates 
write his mother, Mrs. Peter S. Perilloux, 
Route 1, Box 119, Panchatoula, La. 


HERBERT W. HANKO, SKV2c, USS OM- 
MANEY BAY, is missing. Shipmates and bud- 
dies write his wife, Mrs. H. Hanko, 7155 South 
Sangamon St., Chicago 21, Ill. 


WILBUR J. TOMPKINS, USS JUNEAU. Sur- 
vivors write his mother, Mrs. W. J. Tompkins, 
525 Stanley Ave., Mamaroneck, N. Y. 


GEORGE ROBINSON, JR, USS MOUNT 
HOOD, is reported killed. Survivors write his 
mother, Mrs. Willy Robinson, 36-A St., Jack- 
sonville, Ala. 


GEORGE THOMAS SHAW, AMM2c, is 
missing in plane crash at sea. Shipmates write 
his mother, Mrs. Cliff Shaw, Rt. 1, Leonard, 
Texas. 


HARVEY J. SHERRILL, SK3c, USS MON- 
AGHAN, is missing. Survivors write his father, 
H. B. Sherrill, 1222 Stafford St., Dallas, Texas. 


GILBERT P. DAUGHTREY, FC2c, USS 
GROWLER, is missing. Friends and buddies on 
his tender write his mother, Mrs. Virginia 
H. Daughtrey, 531 Benton St., Council Bluffs, 
Iowa. 


GUY S. BECKHAM, ARM3c, USS LISCOME 
BAY, is missing. Anyone with information 
write his mother, Mrs. Tracy Beckham, 1211 
South Bridge St., Brady, Texas. 


EVERETT ERNEST SELDERS, SoM3c, USS 
SPENCE, is reported dead. Survivors write 
his wife, Mrs. Harrietta Selders, R. R. No. 1, 
Shawnee, Kansas. 


RALPH L. SIMMONS, SoM3c, aboard a de- 
stroyer, is missing. Shipmates write his 
mother, Mrs. D. G. Simmons, 346 East 3rd 
South, Spanish Fork, Utah. 


KARL HOMER SNYDER, SoM3c, USS 
SPENCE, is presumed dead. Anyone who 
knew him write his wife, Mrs. Karl Homer 
Snyder, 305 West Ridge, Owosso, Mich. 


AUGIE TOMINELLIE, MM2c, USS PAL- 
MER, is missing. Shipmates write his buddy, 
John F. Ianni, Flic, 1117 Cunningham St., 
Rockford, ПІ. 


THOMAS McDONOUGH, GM3c, USS GAM- 
BIER BAY, is missing. Shipmates write his 
buddy, E. L. Walker, QM3c, U. S. Naval Hos- 
pital, Ward 3 D, NOB, Norfolk 11, Va. 


HOWARD ALAN STONER, Sic, USS MON- 
AGHAN. Survivors write his cousin, Mrs. 
June Jensen, P. O. Box 163, Chula Vista, 
Calif. 


WILLIAM W. COLGAN, PhM2c, is reported 
killed in action on Palau. Anyone who knew 
him write his father, William B. Colgan, 231 
Roosevelt Ave., Carteret, N. J. 


STANLEY LOUIS NEUBRAND, RdM3c, 
USS JOHNSTON, is missing. Shipmates, bud- 
dies and anyone with information write his 
mother, Mrs. Robert Neubrand, 120 Sixth 
Ave., S. Е. Le Mars, Iowa. 


CARL J. CASTANZO, Sic, aboard a light 
cruiser, is reportéd killed. Shipmates and 
buddies write his mother, Mrs. S. Castanzo, 
757 Prospect Ave., Buffalo 3, N. Y. 


ELMER OLIVER AYCOCK, AMMic, USS 
SAINT LO, is missing. Shipmates write his 
mother, Mrs. Katherine Aycock, Box 908, Port 
Neches, Texas. 


HENRY DUNCAN, JR. Cox, is reported 
dead. Shipmates write his father, W. H. Dun- 
can, Rt. No. 3, Heath Springs, South Caro- 
lina. 
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PAUL W. BONSALL, Sic, USS COOPER, 
is reported killed. Shipmates write his sister, 
Marian Bonsall, 325 Chester Pike, Ridley 
Park, Penna. 


EDDIE PAUL O'HAYRE, ARM2c, USS 
HOUSTON, is missing since 1942. Anyone who 


knew him write Mrs. Paul O'Hayre, 4431 
Yates St, Denver 12, Colo. 
JOHN H. GRAY, MoMM3c, USS GRAY- 


BACK, is missing. Anyone with information 
write his mother, Mrs. Margaret Gray, P. O. 
Box 515, Detroit 31, Mich. 


THURLOW DUANE *RICKY" YORK, Bkr2c, 
aboard an LST, is missing. Anyone who knew 
him write his father, J. C. York, 2010 North 
16th St., Boise, Idaho. 


GODFREY RICHARD KRUSELL, SM3e, is 
missing. Anyone who knew him write his 
mother, Mrs. Frank Krusell, 226 Ann St. 
Petoskey, Mich. 


Your PX and Ship's Service Stores provide 
you with goods of known quality and 
value at the lowest possible price. Patron- 


ize them, as they are your protection 


against inferior ог unreasonably priced 


merchandise. 


Look for the name "AMICO" on military 
insignia and insignia jewelry—it/s your 
guarantee of the finest merchandise of 
this kind. 


RUDOLPH P. BRITT, ARM3c, Sad. V. С. 
15, USS OMMANEY BAY, is missing. Anyone 
who knew him wrige Joseph C. Britt, Box 34 
Radio, Jacksonville, Fla. 


AUSTIN SMITH, TM2c, USS HARDER, is 
missing. Shipmates or anyone with informa- 
tion write his mother, Mrs. Grace Smith, Box 
64, Anderson, Calif. 


TOGO ANDREWS, Mach, USS MOUNT 
HOOD. Survivors write his sister, Mrs. C. T. 
Hamilton, 675 Grant St., Apt. 2, Denver 3, 
Col. 


JAMES MOORE CURRAN, CSK, USNR, is 
missing. Anyone with information write his 
mother, Mrs. Jennie C. Curran, 3432 Lovers 
Lane, Dallas 5, Texas. 


RALPH DiMEOLA, RM2c, aboard an LCI 
(L), has been declared dead. Anyone with 
information write his sister, Marie DiMeola, 
50 Wolcott St., New Haven 13, Conn. 


50 


lf it isn't а CROTON 


it isn't the famous 


AQUAMATIC 
< ka 


Dependable timekeeper 


under all circumstances. 
Wrist action winds it and 
keeps it running. Water- 
proof, shock-resistant, 
luminous dial, sweep sec- 
ond hand. 17 jewels, $45. 
Booklet “SA” on request. 
Croton Watch Co., Inc., 
48 West 48th Street, 


New York 19, М, Y, 


FOR ALL TIME SINCE 


CARL MACK UPDEGRAFF, CMM, USS 
REID, is reported killed. Shipmates write his 
wife, Mrs. C. M. Updegraff, R, R. No. 1, 
Box 639, Joplin, Mo. 


WESLEY GROVE YEATTS, EM3c, USS 
WASP, is now presumed dead. Anyone who 
knew him write his father, C. O. Yeatts, Route 
3, Box 268, Reidsville, North Carolina. 


VINCENT L. “DELL” DALLESSANDRO, 
TMic, USS HARDER. Shipmates, Mrs. Man- 
ning and Young write Mrs. Lucy Dallessandro, 
430 Wilson St., Buffalo 12, N. Y. 


ARTHUR W. KELLER, JR., Sic (PhM) USS 
LISCOME BAY, is missing. Survivors write 
his mother, Mrs. Arthur W. Keller, P. O. Box 
1, Upland, Calif. 


WILLIAM W. BOGGESS, S2c, SS LeRay 
Willson, is reported killed. Shipmates write 
his mother, Mrs. Addie Knapp, 9 Miles St., 
Union City, Pa. 


If anyone has a picture of DEAN STANLEY 
SANDERS, CMM, killed aboard USS OKLA- 
HOMA Dec. 7, 1941, write his stepson, George 
E. Hamer, Slc, 1960 East 20th, Long Beach, 
Calif. 


CHARLES “JACK” PERSHING THOMPSON, 
MM2c, USS PRESTON, is reported killed. 
Anyone who knew him write his nephew, 
George E. Hamer, Sic, 1960 East 20th, Long 
Beach, Calif. 


ROBERT A. ROYBAL, Sic, is missing. Any- 
one who knew him write his wife, Mrs. Jackie 
Roybal, 2729 East 5th St. Los Angeles 33, 
Calif. 


JAMES W. ANDERSON, 52с, USS HULL, 
is missing. Shipmates write Harold R. An- 
derson, St. Croix Falls, Wisc. 


RAYMOND G. BURNETT, CBM, has been 
declared dead. Shipmates and anyone with 
information write his wife, Mrs. Clemence 
Burnett, 96 Norfolk St., Dorchester 24, Mass. 


RAYMOND F. WORDEN, HAic, USS 
MOUNT HOOD. Survivors write his father, 
V. F. Worden, P. O. Box 123, Munith, Mich. 


FREDERICK THOMAS SMITH, AM3c, USS 
PORTENT, is now declared dead. Survivors 
and friends write his mother, Mrs. Rose Smith, 
1012 3rd Avenue, Altoona, Pa. 


E. A. LEGG, Sic, Armed Guard, is missing. 
Anyone who knew him or did duty with 
him write his mother, Mrs. E. A. Legg, 119 
Windsor St., Cambridge, Mass. 


JAMES SIDNEY EMBRY, Sic, aboard a 
carrier, is reported killed. Anyone who knew 
him write his mother, Mrs. James Embry, 
Hernando, Miss. 

JOHN H. MOORE, EM2c, USS SPENCE, is 
missing. Shipmates write his mother, Mrs. J. 
B. Moore, Bonaparte, Iowa. 


HARRIS P. LEFFLER, MoMM?2c, aboard а 
submarine, is missing. Shipmates and friends 
write his mother, Mrs. M. C. Leffler, 2027 
Rosemont Ave. N. W., Washington, D. C. 


JACK R. WYATT, Sic, aboard a battleship, 
is reported killed. Shipmates write or go to 
see his father, J. M. Wyatt, 625 W. 85th St. 
Los Angeles 44, Calif. 


WESLEY J. CHRISTIANSEN, S2c, USS 
SPENCE, is reported killed. Survivors write 
his wife, Mrs. Wesley J. Christiansen, Nephi, 
Utah. 


HERSHAL D. KELLY, Fic, USS NASH- 
VILLE. Members of his family write Mavis 
Scullion, 2 Malakoff St., Marrickville, Syd- 
ney, Australia, for mementos. 


JOSEPH G. SMITH, Sic, is missing. Ship- 
mates write his mother, Mrs. Louis Smith, 
2310 Carter St., Wilmington 246, Del. 


HERBERT BARNEY JACOBSON, Fic, USS 
OKLAHOMA at Pearl Harbor. Anyone who 


knew him write his father, G. B. Jacobson, 
Graye Lake, Illinois. 


NEWTON О. WILLIAMS, SMic, USS 
MOUNT HOOD, is presumed dead. Survivors 
write his wife, Mrs. N. O. Williams, 322 East- 
ern Ave., Malden 48, Mass. 


ARTHUR EDWARD JOHANSON, Sic, 
aboard a carrier, is reported killed. Ship- 
mates write his brother, Oscar T. Johanson, 
6 Cambridge Terrace, Cambridge 40, Mass. 


FRANK BENDICT IANNAZZO, Sic, USS 
CHEVALIER, is reported dead. Shipmates and 
buddies write his brother, Fortunato Joseph 
Iannazzo, SC2c, c/o Mrs. Ida O'Hara, 1633 
St. Anthony Ave., St. Paul 4, Minn. 

LT. BRUCE STEWART MATHER, USS OM- 
MANEY BAY, is missing. Shipmates write 
his wife, Mrs. B. S. Mather, 810 E. Villa, 
Pasadena 4, Calif. 


DONALD Е. AVERILL, RMic, USS GAM- 
BIER BAY, is missing. Shipmates write his 
mother, Mrs. Betty Averill, Harvard, Nebr. 


HENRY RENAULD, Sic, Navy 248, is re- 
ported killed. Buddies who were with him 
between July and Sept., 1944, write his mother, 
Mrs. Mary Renauld, Millbury Ave., Millbury, 
Mass. 


JOHN R. D. ANDERSON, S2c, USS CISCO, 
is missing since 1943. Anyone with informa- 
tion write his mother, Mrs. Grace R. Ander- 
son, 161 Benefit St., Providence 3, R. I. 


FLOYD BAGLEY SNEEDEN, Fic, USS 
QUINCY, is reported killed. Shipmates write 
his brother, Sgt. T. W. Sneeden, Box 255, 
Wilmington, North Carolina. 


HAROLD C. FREIERT, Sic, is missing. Ship- 
mates or anyone with information write his 
father, Erwin R. Freiert, 11 Roebling Ave., 
Buffalo 15, N. Y. 


MARTIN L. BUSCH, CWT, USS MONA- 
GHAN, is missing. Anyone with information 
write his father, Rev. G. F. Busch, Heil, North 
Dakota. 


PETER JOSEPH MARCHIANO, BM2c, USS 
MOUNT HOOD, is reported killed. Survivors 
write his wife, Mrs. P. J. Marchiano, P. O. 
Box 2503, San Diego 12, Calif. 


MICHAEL JOHN CHORICK, MM3c, USS 
COOPER, is reported killed. Shipmates write 
his sister, Mary J. Chorick, 1043 N. 13th St., 
Milwaukee 3, Wisc. 


ARTHUR S. RASMUSSEN, CMic, USS Anr- 
ZONA, is reported killed. Shipmates and bud- 
dies please write his mother, Mrs. Augusta 
M. Rasmussen, 110 Soundview Ave., Hunting- 
ton; Lec N: Y. 


Contacting Shipmates 


C. D. ARMITAGE, Boatswain, write Claude 
C. Edwards, BM2c, 902 West 7th St. Hop- 
kinsville, Ky. 


All old shipmates write OLEN B. HIBBS, 
Ward A-3, U.S.V.A., Oteen, North Carolina. 


CLYDE HAAS of USS SUMNER, write M. 
Giordano, AS, Barracks F 21 L, Co. 442, U. 
S.N.T.S., Sampson, N. Y. 


LAWRENCE V. ANDLEMAN who was in 
Co. 314, Newport, R. I., write E. L. Walker, 
QM3c, U. S. Naval Hospital, Ward 3 D, NOB, 
Norfolk 11, Va. 


W. С. “BILL” CASHATT, АММ3с, or any- 
one knowing his whereabouts, write W. F. 
Ethridge, SK3c, N.A.S.O., Oxford Ave. & 
Martin's Mill Road, Philadelphia 11, Pa. 


ROBERT FRAREY, CPO, from Calif, or 
anyone who knows his whereabouts, write 
Dorothy Jean Williamson, 36 Paddock St., 
Crystal Lake, Ill. 


ARTHUR STEWART HERBST who was in 
Class 11-44 B. E., Dearborn, write your buddy, 
Frederick E. Heise, A/S, V-12, 8111 Navy 
Ave., Detroit 9, Mich. 


Our Navy 


Sparks from the Sports Wheel 


By HARRY DWYER 


Š is the time of the year when the 
baseball propaganda is dusted off and 
brought out into the open so that Mr. 
& Mrs. John Q. Public may sit back in 
their easy chairs, turn on the radio, and 
listen to the sports commentators give 
their views on what the national pastime 
is doing for the war effort. 

It used to be that when the little robin 
red breast burst forth in song from his 
perch on the limb of the old oak tree, 
the dyed-in-the-wool baseball fan took 
his cue, hitailed it to the nearest training 
camp, and there spent a few leisure hours, 
giving the new prospects the double O. 

But this year, all that is changed and 
the grand old game is having a hard time 
making the grade. In fact, the national 
pastime, right now, finds the going as 
tough as the Jap-rats found the B-29's. 

What with the War Manpower's Com- 
mission ruling, the new curfew law, and 
the hundred and one incidentals which 
always pop up at the last minute, the 
returning servicemen will have little to 
look forward to along the horsehide 
boulevards. 

However, no matter how dark the out- 
look is at present, there is always a little 
sunshine standing by to chase the dark 
clouds away. So it is, that with men like 
Mel Ott of the Giants, Joe McCarthy of 
the Yanks, and Connie Mack of the 
Athletics, together with many other of 
baseball’s aces guiding the destinies of 
` the game, you can bet your last pack of 
cigarettes that the “play ball” signal will 
be given even if it is a wee bit late. 

With all the arguments pro and con, 
there should be a way whereby the win- 
ner of the regular world series could 
meet a picked team from the Services, 
the winner to be crowned the "АЇ- 
American Champions.” What a series that 
would be, and what a crowd it would 
draw! 

What a powerful boost to the Services’ 
Relief funds the proceeds, after all ex- 
penses were taken out, would be? With 
the wounded returning for hospitaliza- 
tion, a poke like that, to be spent for 
their recreation, amusement and educa- 
tional facilities, would gladden the hearts 
of every man, woman and child in these 
United States. What an excellent morale 
builder a series like that could be for all 
the service men and women? 

The All American series could be 
staged as an added attraction to the Fall 
classic and could have such sterling base- 
ball luminaries as Joe Di Maggio, Zeke 
Bonura or Hank Greenberg, picking them 
for the Army, and Mickey Cochrane, Bill 
Dickey or Dick Bartell, dittoing for the 
Navy and Marines. 

"Тіз but a dream, shipmates, but re- 
member the recent song hit, “My Dreams 
Are Getting Better All the Time.” 


Basketball Goes Over the Horizon 
When the final curtain came down on 
the basketball season, the service teams, 
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carrying the colors for the Navy teams, 
crashed the spotlight of the Nation’s great 
teams, etching their names in basketball's 
who’s who. Among the Navy greats who 
hit the jackpot were Norfolk Naval Air, 
Norfolk Training Center, Bainbridge, 
Great Lakes, and San Diego Training 
Center. 

What promised to be the outstanding 
service hoop series of the season hit the 
well known bulkhead when the Bain- 
bridge Commodores saw cold water 
thrown on their National Service Tourna- 
ment, Lack of transportation, plus the al- 
ready tough playing schedules, dampened 
the hopes of the Welfare and Recreation 
Department who were sponsoring -the 
tournament. 

As the dying embers of the season went 
into the discard, the individual high 
scoring champ for the current year went 
to Gale Bishop of Fort Lewis, Wash., who 
according to the latest report, tossed 1049 
points into the netting. Kinney, of Camp 
Bradford, the first Navy man on the list, 
finished third with 615 markers. Other 
Navy men who finished up among the 
leaders were, Eadie from Quonst, В. I., 
in sixth place with 564 points, and Fred 
Stelow, of Floyd Bennet Field, who 
garnered 552 markers to finish in seventh 
place. 


From The Scuttlebutt 

The table tennis title in the lunch hour 
tournament at Bainbridge went to Ted 
Levitas and Colette Kramer. . . . Among 
the diners at the first annual banquet of 
the Inter-State Baseball League’s Sports- 
writers and Broadcasters Association 
were Lt. Comdr. MacIntosh, Ensign 
O’Brien, and former major leaguers Bob 
Scheffing, Lum Harris, Al Lyons, Johnny 
Van Sant, and Al Cartwright, all present 
and former stars at Bainbridge. . . . For 
the. third time in succession, Walter 
Kitzberger of the Education department 
at Camp Perry, copped the ping pong 
tournament sponsored by the Williams- 
burg USO. 

The feature event on the 8-bout boxing 
show at Camp Perry recently was an old 
time Battle Royal with five blindfolded 
boxers clouting each other to the delight 
of hundreds of ardent fans. ... The CNY 
WAVE basket shooters dropped a tough 
one to the WACS, and the second half 
cage crown of the officers basketball 
league went to the Ex-Dodger quintet. 
. . . If any of the Navy’s athletes or 
weight lifters feel they are in top form, 
they can try the feat recently performed 
by Sandy Sanderson, Sp(A)2c, weight 
lifting instructor at Camp Endicott, who 
hoisted a mere 300 pounds over his broad 
shoulders. 

The work of Gerry Ryan who handles 
the mike at all of Newport’s big athletic 
doings is gaining much commendation, 
likewise the promoting of the Center’s 
smokers, athletic events, and what nots 
for the morale boosting of all the lads. 


Today you see the 


LHS 


STERLING 


in FRANCE, and everywhere 


This is No. 46 
Plain Finish 
Also in Antique finish. 
Dozens of other models. 


Other LHS Pipes: 
$10 — LHS 
Sterncrest Ultrafine, 
$7.50 — LHS 
Sterncrest 14K 
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Certified Purex 


Supplies limited 
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models, but it’s 
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Your Beauty Parade 


NEW JERSEY'S Mildred Gettmann- — RHODE ISLAND'S Gloria Drew 


MISSOURF'S Bea Clark — — . GEORGIAS Louise Wilkes 
52 Oun NAVY 


Heater 
Dear Ed: 

Lots of guys are probably wondering how 
we keep our huts warm in the Aleutians. 
Well, fellows, wonder по longer. Here's the 
answer—pictures of women who really have 
something on ye olde ball. Yes, of course, we 
have the customary heaters, stoves, etc. but 
the pictures really give out with the heat. 

Enclosed is an example (getting warm, now, 
huh?). Her name—Elaine Kofsky, Manhattan 
Beach, Brooklyn, New York. 

We'll secure now and shove off, leaving you 
all with scorched eyeballs. 

Hur 33 VERMILION Hot Boys 


She's the first Kofsy we ever heard of that 
was good for a koldski.—Ed. 


<See Opposite 

Upper Left: From Syracuse, New Jersey. 
comes lovely Mildred Gettmann. We notice 
she signed her picture, “To Ernie, with 
Love,” then sent it to lucky Ernest Zit- 
man, Sle, of the USS North Carolina. 


Upper right: “Rhode Island may be 
small but it looks as if good things come 
in small packages,” says Rusty Brown, 
AMMIc, when he sent in this picture of 
glorious Gloria Drew, of Providence. The 
man is simply swimming in luck—he's 
stationed at Quonset Point, Rhode Island, 
which isn’t far from Providence—if you 
can get on the bus. 

Lower Left: Now this is what we call 
real brotherly felicity—and we can’t say 
we blame the man one bit. Floyd H. Clark, 
S2c, writes, “This specimen of feminine 
pulchritude happens to be my sister-in- 
law. Her name is Mrs. Bea Clark. Her hus- 
band is serving aboard a destroyer in the 
South Pacific. When you have finished 
feasting your eyes on this tasty dish, please 
send it back.” Bea is from Kansas City, 
Missouri. Should be one big happy family. 


Lower right: She’s Louise Wilkes, “a 
peach on a street by the same name,” if 
you believe (and it’s not hard to) her 
husband, Burton Wilkes, AMMIIc, of 
CASU21. The street, incidentally, is Peach- 
tree St., Atlanta, Georgia. “I’ve been around 
some, and I’m still backing Georgia girls 
for looks, good wives, and а better under- 
standing of the term "а Lady’,” adds Wilkes. 
The AMMI is also the proud daddy of 2% 
year old “Patsy” on whom he counts to 
carry on the tradition of “Georgia Peaches.” 
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Navy Wives of USS Wren 
Dear Sirs, 

I would like to correspond with Navy wives 
whose husbands are on the same ship as mine, 
the USS Wren, DD568. I am especially anxious 
to hear from those living in or near Michigan, 
but any others will be appreciated. 


Mns. С. R. DENYES 
4252 Huron Avenue 
Dearborn, Michigan 


Strictly 4.0 


Dear Ed: 

Your Beauty Parade is strictly 4.0, but here's 
our choice, and we ask you, how can she 
miss? The gal's name is Willie Mae Wunsche 
and she hails from Houston, Texas. 

E. E. TOMLINSON, RMic 
USS РС1588 


Submarine Volunteers 


Dear Sirs, 

I would like to find out how and what are 
the qualifications for getting into Sub Duty? 
Would you please print in Our Navy? 

J. А. Кнореѕ, PhM2c 


Under Bureau of Personnel Circular Letter 
253-44 (N.D.B. 15 September 1944, 44-1060) 
applications for submarine duty were re- 
quested from among the following ratings: 
TM, TME, QM, SM, FC, FCS, S, EM, RM, RT, 
MoMM, F, Y, PhM (except PhM3c), SC, Bkr, 
StM. Machinist’s mates were also needed, and 
requests should state any previous experience 
with internal combustion engines. It should 
also be stated whether machinist’s mates de- 
sire to have their rating changed to motor ma- 
chinist’s mate when qualified. Volunteers are 
requested only from the above rates, and no 
chief petty officer volunteers are needed unless 
they have had previous submarine duty. All 
qualifying personnel may submit applications 
with the exception of recruits in training and 
personnel in class “A?” schools. Requests 
should be sent to BuPers via commanding 
officers, and via fleet service force commands 
or other appropriate commands. Men selected 
who are able to pass the mental, physical, 
and psychological requirements will be sent 
to Submarine School, New London, Connecti- 
cut, for initial training and further assign- 
ment to fleet submarines.—Ed. 


Hats Off to “The Good Humor Wagon” 


Dear Ed, 

We've noticed that there are disagreements 
about the nicknames for ships in the Fleet. 
We, the crew of the Мідмі, think the one 
attached to our ship is original and one in 
which we can take pride. No one else can 
claim it. We got our name, “The Good Humor 
Wagon," from those most seaworthy tincan 
sailors. There's a reason for things like this, 
of course. In this case it is because we always 
have ice cream and radio press news for our 
seagoing messengers who bave the task of 
delivering mail, passengers, etcetera, to us. 

Take it from us, the oilers and cans deserve 
all the praise that has been given them, and 
more. We've gathered reports from various 
sources and it seems to be a tendency for the 
larger vessels, expecially the newer ones, to 
forget the little courtesies that have always 
been extended to our small fighting ships in 
the past. So, come on all you guys from the 
flattops, battleboats and cruisers, show a little 
consideration for these men who are doing 
such a good job under the most rugged con- 
ditions, by passing delicacies, which you have, 
in exchange for those long awaited “sugar 
reports.” 

T. M. Puurs, ВМІс 
C. V. Tare, RMlc 

C. E. Моом, RM2c 

H. B. WILLIAMS, RM2c 
E. G. McCAIN, SM1c 


Congratulations to the “Good Humor Wagon," 
the USS MIAMI, for the originality of her 
nickname—and for the hospitality and gen- 
erosity responsible for it. May you serve as an 
example that will be followed by all other big 
ships.—Ed. 


Olsen and Johnson 


Dear Sirs: 

This is a photograph of OLSEN & JOHNSON 
of Comservpac (Maint)—Y2c*and SK3c, re- 
spectively. Both are from Minnesota, both 
have duty with the same activity, both are 
quartered in the same quarters, both have 
been away from the States for over 18 months, 
both are over 42. 

Questionable “fame” for each: Olsen is the 
sponsor ої 'Foo-Foo," the Navy cat that eats 
beans for breakfast and had her picture in 
the December Our Navy. Johnson, on Janu- 
ary 8, 1945, drank 24 bottles of beer between 
the hours of 1300 and 1800 in our canteen. 

M. I. OLSEN, Y2c 

Sjutti hundra sjutti sjw javlar i min lila 

lada.—Ed. 
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And wherever the Navy goes 
you can be sure Liona insignia 
goes too. because Liona is the first 
choice with sailors who know 


their rates 


SOLD BY LEADING DEALERS 
NOW ON HAND 


£ New Slate 
Gray Rates 
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Silver & Gold 
World's Largest Emblem Manufacturers 


-LION BROS. (D. 


INCO )RATED 


BALTIMORE, MARYLAND 


Branch: 808 S. Broadway, Los Angeles-14, Cal. 


Branch: 305 E. Plume Street, Norfolk-10, Va. 


hallicrafters 


BUILDERS OF THE 


FAMOUS SCR-299 


MOBILE RADIO STATION 


Hallicrafters high frequency trans- 
mitters and receivers are earning 


а reputation as ''the radio man's 


radio''— distinguished for rugged 


dependability, long life and out- 
standing performance under the 
most difficult conditions. 


hallicrafters 
RADIO 


THE HALLICRAFTERS - COMPANY 
MANUFACTURERS OF RADIO 
AND ELECTRONIC EQUIPMENT 
CHICAGO 16, ILLINOIS, U. S. A. 


*We made the best of our Christmas in this advanced area," 


writes C. F. Ahlstrom, 


CPhM, of a CASU unit. “This is our Christmas Eve party with the C.O., Exec, and Chiefs. 


Gunnery Report 
Dear Sirs, 

Reference your mid-February, 1945, issue, 
page 55, under the heading “USS West Vin- 
GINIA, Old Timers." 

In 1932, I believe it was, we were firing 
night battle practice off San Clemente island 
when the accident referred to in the mid- 
February letter took place. 

The number one 5-inch gun was illumi- 
nating with star shells and one of these shells 
struck the starboard gun of turret number 
two, four inches from the muzzle, denting the 
barrel and pushing the liner in about one- 
sixteenth of an inch, making it necessary to 
replace that gun. 

In 1939 that same gun was put back in the 
same turret. 

I was serving aboard the WEST VIRGINIA 
when the accident happened. 

D. G. O'NEAL, CGM 
USS CONCORD 


Small Bottoms 


Dear Sirs, 

I got a great kick out of the First of March 
issue, the letter titled “Ankle Chokers,” in 
which several men were griping about the 
regulation dungarees. These two sentences, one 
right after the other, really made one for the 
books: “We are wondering if they were styled 
and modeled for the WAVES. The bottoms are 
so small you have to remove your shoes to 
get them от. . . 
ог the Dungarees?" 

J. MCDOWELL, 
Naval Post #372 
American Legion 


That shouldn't be hard to figure out.—Ed. 


Gold Fish Club 


Dear Sir, 

We have frequently heard of a club called 
the “Gold Fish Club." It has something to do 
with bailing out of a plane or crash landing 
in the ocean and being saved by your Mae 
West. Can you tell us how you become a 
member and where the club originated? 

THREE DUNKED AIRMEN 


The Gold Fish Club was founded by Lieut. 
Col. F. Baden-Powell Weil to commemorate 
the rescues of airmen who saved their lives 
by using an inflated life raft or Mae West. It 
was begun in Briton by airmen of the RAF, 
but membership was opened to fliers of other 
countries, and now numbers those of the U.S. 
Poland, Belgium, Australia, South Africa, Can- 
ada, France, Norway, Czechoslovakia, the 
Netherlands, and New Zealand. Headquarters 
are in England. We are told those with quali- 
fications may obtain membership through the 
magazine FLYING, 350 5th Avenue, New 
York, by submitting an affidavit stating the 
facts and countersigned by the airman's čom- 


." Whose bottoms? The WAVES . 


manding officer. FLYING will forward your 
application. 

The members of the club wear a small black 
cloth emblem (though we don't see how 
American airmen can get away with that part 
of it) on which is woven a golden fish bearing 
a large upswept white wing (see below). If a 
member has been rescued more than once, 
a wavy blue bar can be worn under the orig- 
inal badge for each additional rescue. 

There is now an American counterpart of 
the Gold Fish Club—the “Sea Squatters Club." 
It is open to any pilot, crewman or passenger 
of this country or the United Nations who has 
come down at sea and has taken to rubber 
life rafts, whether for days, hours or only 
minutes. Headquarters of the Sea Squatters 
Club are at 140 Cedar Street, New York 6, 
New York. A roster of members is being com- 
piled, and an emblem, a miniature raft and 
its rider, and a certificate of membership, 
which serves for autographs of fellow Squat- 
ters, are being sent to all Sea Squatters who 
notify the club of their address, Famous 
Squatters are: Pfc. Edna H. Shaugnessy and 
Pfc. Helen L. Breckel, Women Marines, who 
ditched their Liberator in the Gulf of Cali- 
fornia and did a four-day Robinson Crusoe 
on an island with eleven men (the first women 
Squatters); Capt. W. T. Cherry, Jr. of the 
Rickenbacker saga, Admiral Richard E, Byrd 
and his pilot Bernt Balchen, and many others. 
—Ed. 


Our Navy 


Boomerang 


Dear Sirs, ` 
I read with great interest Bill Shafter's story 
in the Mid-February issue about the old tin 
can BARKER, DD213. I'm sure that somebody's 
ears are burning by now, because the skipper 
of the ship during the attack in '41 was Cap- 
tain McGlone and not Lieut. D. A. Harris. 
There was по such captain then, and hasn't 
been since. Am I right, Ed? 
A. N. HINTON, MM2c 


Right. The Skipper of the BARKER, Decem- 
ber 7, 1941, was Commander Louis J. Mc- 
Glone, USN. However, just to show you how 
easy it is to make a slip like that—the author 
of the piece, “What's in a Name?” was not 
Bill Shafter. It was Richard Shafter. Are we 
right?—Ed. 
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Florence Connolly, 139 Bushkill St., East- 
on, Penn. has two brothers in the Navy. 


Monaghan Survivors 


Gentlemen, 

I am deeply concerned in the casualty list 
of the USS MONAGHAN, also in the names of 
the six survivors. I served aboard this ship 
and was honorably discharged from the service 
recently. 

LESTER W. SMITH 
c/o Dan McGovern 
Renton, Washington 
Box 422. 

Here are the names of the six survivors of 
the MONAGHAN as provided by the Bureau of 
Naval Personnel: 

Doil T. Carpenter, Sic 

Evan Penn, Flc 

Joseph C. McCrane, WT2c 

Robert J. Darden, MM2c 

Wm. F. Kramer, Кіс 

James Theo Story, WT2c 


Addresses of these men were not available 
as we went to press with this issue.—Ed. 


The Navy is proud of the Sherrill broth- 
ers, four of whom are pictured above. On 
Dec. 7 there were three of the brothers in 
service, W. J. and J. B. Sherrill, twins, and 
Агтоп Sherrill. W. J. Sherrill, Y2c, was 
killed on the ARIZONA. Following the Jap 
attack four more brothers joined. the fight- 
ing forces, Koren going to the Coast Guard, 
Pinckney to the Army and Hoke and Sid- 
ney both to the Seabees. Sidney Sherrill 
served 14 months overseas before return- 
ing to the States where he died five months 
later of a heart attack. The four brothers 
snapped above have from 14 months to 2 
years overseas. They are, Sidney, PhMlc, 
Armon, SFlc, J. B., WT1c, and Hoke, СЕМ. 


Mip-Aprit, 1945 


What, No Commendation? 
Dear Sir, 

Our Navy, issue of March 1, 1945, page 38, 
states an award was given to S. H. Pool, QM2c, 
in regard to the USS R-12 incident. 

I am very happy to state I was aboard the 
USS SC—— when this occurred. I had just 
completed my 12-16 watch and hit my sack, 
when out of a clear blue sky General Alarm 
was sounded. . . . Just previous to darkness 
a SK2c, Wilbur L. Porter, spotted five heads 
in the water, about a mile distance. They were 
the survivors of the USS R-12. We came along- 
side the five survivors and threw life rings 
as close to them as possible and in a few 
seconds they were aboard. Being in the water 
so long and being so tired and surprised they 
could not smile, but had to conceal their pride. 
Well, we gave them blankets, coffee, bread 
and cigarettes. I remember QM Pool saying, 
“What ship is this?" And he was told, and he 
said he would never forget it. I remember 
we loaned them dungarees and they returned 
them with an added $1.00 bill to pay for the 
Jaundry they had soiled. 

Now the moral of this particular incident is, 
"Give credit where credit is due." We never 
did receive any commendation or any sort 
(two lines deleted by censor here.—Ed.) ... 
It was this particular SC that saved the sur- 
vivors, although I know a good deal of the 
credit is due Pool, and if we had come an 
hour later this would not have occurred for 
they would never have been saved for old 
Mother, Nature, Mr. Darkness came imme- 
diately. 

Gus CRISAFULLI, Yic 


We think it’s nice of you to give “a good 
deal of the credit to Pool.” All he did was 
hold open the hatch so that his shipmates 
could escape, until he was washed from the 
deck. Then he supported Lt. (jg) W. D. Whet- 
stone for six hours while the officer suffered 
from acute cramps. Later he did the same for 
his Commanding Officer. Pool, an excellent 
swimmer, could have made land a few miles 
away, but chose to stay and aid his compan- 
ions at the risk of his life. He is credited with 
saving the life of Lt. Whetstone and his Skip- 
per. For all this he got—A LETTER OF COM- 
MENDATION! That’s all, brother. Now, gang, 
who do think rates some additional attention 
from the board of awards—Pool or Yeoman 
Grisafulli?—Ed. 


Seamanlike? 


Dear Sirs, 

When our bunch hit the states early this 
year, we were given a long speech on keeping 
in uniform, manner of dress, and not wearing 
tailormades. So far, so good. We didn't mind 
that. It was the second liberty in civilization 
in 23 months. The permanent patrol around 
were really making it hot for quite a few 
about keeping 'seamanlike."' 

But, these men didn't even know a sea- 
man's job aboard. In fact, I doubt if they knew 
what the term *''seamanlike" meant. While 
they were telling others to keep in uniform 
and straighten up, they went around with 
their trousers bloused out over their leggings 
like a bunch of Dutchmen. 

I was told several years ago that trouser legs 
were never bloused over leggings, and yet our 
buddy-buddy ex-cops in blue can have that 
privilege. 

I was taught to do what I was told in this 
Navy, but I hate to take orders from people 
who are sloppy in their dress themselves. 

S. ZARJON, BMlc 

R/S Annex 

571 Market Street 

San Francisco, California 


Who patrols the permanent shore patrol? 
—Ed. 


The Atlantic Command Cover 


Dear Sirs, 

Who were the three officers bending over 
the map on the Mid-February issue which fea- 
tured the article. “The Atlantic Command"? 

L. L. M. 


The three officers bending over the map on 
that cover were, left to right, Major General 
Patch, Secretary of the Navy Forrestal, and 
Vice Admiral Hewitt.—Ed. 
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“Billiard’’ Shape 
Actual Size of Pipe 5%” 


cures your smoke 


A special honey-treatment (real bee's 
honey), developed in 1933, created a new 
smoking enjoyment, and made these Vello- 
Bole Pipes the favorite brand of thousands. 
No “breaking-in” whatever is needed. The 
Honey-treatment cures the smoke. Enjoy 
the pleasant flavor, fragrance of Vello-Bole. 
Service men are being supplied with Vello- 


Boles first. 
YELLO-BOLE STANDARD $1 
YELLO-BOLE PREMIER $2.50 


YELLO-BOLE IMPERIAL $1.50 
VIII GIU ^ "^^t дшде М ро ante 
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Don't Carry Cash, 
Sailor! 


IT GETS LOST, strayed or stolen too 
easily. Put it into American Express 
Travelers Cheques, instead. They’re 
as spendable as cash everywhere, in- 
cluding most camps and bases. But 
they're much safer — only you can 
spend them. 

Here’s how they work. You buy 
these cheques, and sign every one. 
Then sign each cheque again as you 
spend it. If any are lost or stolen, you 
get a prompt refund for the full 
amount of your loss. The cost is only 
75¢ on a $100 purchase, minimum 

. 40€. Available at many camps and 
bases as well as Banks and principal 
Railway Express Offices. 


American 
Exped 


TRAVELERS CHEQUES 


ADAM'S APPLE! 
LIKES ‘Em! '— 


No laundry cracks or starched rough 
edges can rasp your Adam's apple 
when you wear a laundryless LINENE 
collar. Each LINENE collar is fresh, 
smooth, brand new, and snowy white, 
because you throw the soiled ones 
away. Save laundry expense and bother 
—wear LINENE—5 cents each or less, 
in packages of ten. 
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REVERSIBLE 
111 Putnam Ave. 


Cambridge, Mass. 


HEsgAmD-SIE 


i Modest Hero 
Dear Editor: 


Enclosed is a clipping which we feel should 
be shown to all hands as this man is obvi- 
ously a great hero. .. . We feel this article 
should be printed in your next issue and not 
put on ice to await its turn. All his former 
shipmates will certainly be glad to know what 
a great hero they had in their midst: 


PVE REALLY BEEN AROUND 
I finally got home after 23 months of action 
in the South Pacific, for a visit. . . . I en- 
joyed Navy life very much and tried to get 
as much out of it as I could. So far, I have 
the presidential unit citation with two stars, 
the China duty bar for shelling the Burma 
Road, Navy expeditionary medal with four 
stars for the Asiatic campaign, southwest Pa- 
cific campaign ribbons as well as a good con- 
duct medal to bear out my statement that I 
have really been around and have seen plenty 
of action. . . . I started out as a real sailor, 
doing sub duty on three different patrols. 
After that I was transferred to a heavy cruiser. 
We escorted the Marines on several large mis- 
sions such as Tarawa and the Marshall Is- 
lands. The last mission we were on was the 
New Guinea campaign. ... 
Yours truly, 

F. H. Quinsy, BMlc 

J. Е. Lane, BM2c 

S. M. Conner, B2c.. 

T. D. Harvey, GMic 

L. B. Hess, SC2c 

C. H. GOBLE, BMic 

Since the name of the magazine in which 

this whopper appeared was not included any- 
where on the clipping, we have deleted those 
portions which might embarrass the man who 
thus regaled his home town readers with his 
-heroics. Actually the guy had his picture 
printed with the write-up and let them print 
his name in black and white. We'll tell you 
this much—he was a GMlc. It’s guys like this 
one who rob honestly earned ribbons and 
decorations of their meaning.—Ed. 


Advice to 20-Year Men 


Dear Editor, 
Attention twenty year men: 

Every once in a while I read in Our Navy 
a small letter wondering why the people of 
our country have been so generous to the DOW 
men and have not done anything about the 
regulars who intend to stay in the Navy. I 
believe the reason for no action is due to no 
action on your part. When the USNR came into 
this Navy, they started to gripe about every- 
thing and to everybody. The people (Con- 
gress) said we better do something for the 
POOR boys. And they did! So to all you 


twenty year men, take a line from USNR's. 

Gripe the to right people. Write to the Our 

Navy, to your VFW, to the American Legion, 

and to Congress. Then you will get some re- 

sults. If you do not take action, nobody else 

will. Every letter count; so let's turn to. 
Mito Artis MAIN, CMoMM, USN 

Twenty year kid 


Good advice.—Ed. 


Endorsement 


Dear Sir: 

We have taken into deep consideration the 
beauties of all, and have judged this girl as 
the best. Her name is Faye Tuttle, and she 
hails from Arizona. Incidentally, she’s a red- 
head, and BROTHER!!!! 

We, the Sixth Division of the USS CHESTER 
would like to endorse her for the boost in 
morale she gives. 

THE SrxrH DIVISION 
USS CHESTER 


You got to hand it to the Sixth Division 
at that.—Ed. 


Our Navy 


Can You Follow This? 
Dear Sirs: 

Not that we're chipping our teeth about 
what is right or wrong, but one of us has 
been a subscriber of O.N. for 8 years and the 
other for 3. We enjoyed reading your maga- 
zine very much until today when we picked 
up the 1st of Feb. 1945 issue. 

What we want you to do is to please omit 
all those articles and controversial letters about 
ihe WAVES, SPARS, Reserves and Regulars. 
We're downright sick of it. While a few read- 
ers are enjoying themselves out of the argu- 
ments the majority suffer. 

Just to let you know that one of us has 
some cause for complaining, I've had five 
courtmartials, thirty captain's masts, six weeks 
in the brig, $424.00 in fines, plus one year in 
a Naval hospital as a result of an injury re- 
ceived in the line of duty. And just to let 
you boys and girls know I'm not a ''hash- 
marked" boot (Waves take notice), I've been 
seagoing since the start of the war and so 
has the other guy. I love it so much I've 
shipped over recently, just to come back for 
more. 

R. M. BnareNTIGAM, BM2c 
P. K. JOHNSON, Slc 


Back for more what? Brig time? You'l be 
owing the Navy money if you keep it up.—Ed. 


Old Timers Remember 
Dear Sirs: 

We have just read the editorial on page 
three of your Mid-January issue. Thanks for 
your interest in the double time for overseas 
service and for the fight for the return of 
the 16 year bil. We want you to know that 
we are behind you on this, and hope that you 
wil not give up until these things are re- 
turned. 

We all remember the fight that you made 
for us for the return of our shipping over 
money, and of how you advised us not to 
sign those papers that King and King was 
putting out with the idea of getting a lot of 
our money. 

All of the undersigned have been readers 
of Our Navy for various times up to 22 years. 

Thanks again for your interest, and keep 
up the good work. Your magazine has prob- 
ably done more for the enlisted men of this 
outfit than any other single factor. 

Sincerely, 

R. F. MARSHALL, CBM 

J. У. SEpBERRY, BM2c 
O. J. Burton, CBM 
ALBERT KERSEY, GM1c 
ROBERT A. CORBIN, Cox 
M. J. Storms, ACMM 
HOWARD C. Barsrick, Slc 
R. Jupp Prickett, АСОМ 
S. F. Bowser, АСОМТ 
E. M. Fischer, АСЕМ 
E. A. Coox, ACMM 

D. Perry, CSKD 

J. S. LAYMAN, ACRM 


Thanks, gang. We've beem fighting for the 
Navy man for 49 years, though you'd never 
know it from some of our mail.—Ed. 


The Aleutian Five Again 
Dear Sir: 

I noticed in your Mid-February issue that 
you say the Aleutian Five, at the last report, 
were still playing up there (in the Aleutians). 
Well, to let H. T. Daily, GM2c, know, they are 
now down around San Diego in the States. 
They might be at the Destroyer Base or Re- 
pair Base, but don't quote me. Anyway, I saw 
and heard them, so it must be them. Might 
I add that their music was on the “all reat" 
side, also. 

Ет KAPLAN, AMM2c 


Thanks for the news.—Ed. 


WAVE in Library Work 
Dear Sirs: 

Is there any rate open to a WAVE which 
wil allow her to remain in library work? At 
present she is a Seaman in charge of a station 
library and would like to remain in that work 
if she could have the opportunity to get rated. 

A READER 


A. WAVE cannot remain in library work and 
receive an advancement in rating. She may, 
however, train for advancement while on a 
library job, but at the end of the training 
period she would have to be assigned to other 
duties before receiving change of rate.—Ed. 


Mip-APniL, 1945 


"Why didn’t you tell your old mother 
he smokes Sir Walter Raleigh? 


— oxen siete. SSR 


< 


FREE! 24-раде illustrated booklet tells how to select and break іп a new pipe; rules for pipe 
cleaning, etc. Write today. Brown & Williamson Tobacco Corporation, Lovisville 1, Kentucky, 


ADVERTISEMENT 


"The best part of living around here is that 
your Pepsi-Cola is always nice and cold!" 
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For those who make planes and 
those who fly them .. . for those who 
build ships and those who sail them 

... For those who serve at the front or 
at home... It's CHAP STICK ten to one 
—to keep lips fit. Specially medicated 
— specially soothing for parched, 


cracked or chapped lips. _ 


On sale at drug 
counters—only 256 


KEEPS LIPS FIT 


SAILORS 


—Here's just the ring— 


That you'll be 
proud to wear: 4 
Solid Sterling Ë 
Silver. U.S. Navy 
insignia in beau- 
tiful enamelled colors. (Cap Crest 
and Anchor designs. Also Sea- 
bees.) Carefully and accurately 
manufactured. Prompt Delivery. 


Price $3.50 


Including Federal Tax 


Send your ring size and order to 


LANDSEAIRE SERVICE 


10 Murray St. New York 7, N.Y. 
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Book Reviews 


No Tumult, No Shouting 
The Story of the РВУ--Ву Lois and Don 
Thorburn—lllustrated—Henry Holt & 
Co., New York.—$2.50. 


When war came to America, and the 
vast lands that Billy Mitchell had said 
held the key to world strategy were un- 
der threat of the Japs, our sole defense 
of Alaska and the Aleutians consisted of 
three obsolete, slow PBY's. The authors 
add, "that was all" But it wasn't all, by 
far. These PBY's were flown by some of 
the most courageous men who ever 
climbed into a cockpit. This book is their 
story and the cumbersome ships they 
flew through fog so thick they called it 
“milk,” and of the way they turned these 
patrol planes into fighters, bombers and 
whatever else was needed when the 
danger was acute. 

Specifically, this is the history of Pat- 
wing Four, and as valiant a bunch of 


‚| men as the Navy ever boasted. They took 
their slow flying boats to Alaska at war's | 


outbreak and all the supplies they had 
along were what they could carry in the 
PBY's. They carved out their inadequate 
bases from the frozen north, lived like 
hermits, stole what they could not obtain 
otherwise when the going got tough, and 
blazed a new chapter in the book of 
sheer American guts and ingenuity. Not 
all of the boys flew the PBY's lived to 
see the Aleutian tip regained from the 
Japs. It was the fate of far too many of 
them that they were to die in crashes 
against cliffs that came at them out of the 
fog, or to disappear at sea when they 
were forced down by lack of gas or from 
enemy flak. But those who came through 
are entitled to every homage the people 
can give them. They had what it takes, 
and so did the amazing PBY. 

The authors carry a double story along 
as their narrative unfolds. Most of the 
book is concerned with the* campaign in 
the Aleutians, but there are frequent 
flashbacks to San Diego, where the PBY 
was built, not to fight, but to fly scout 
patrols. The human touch every worker 
on the PBY in San Diego tried to put 
into each PBY turned out, made this 
famous old plane almost personal with 
them. Up in the Aleutians you find out 
very quickly that the boys who flew 
them decided damn early in the game 
that the PBY's certainly were personal 
to them. 

It is a foregone conclusion that only 
Americans could have got out of the 
PBY what these Navy men got out of 
them. That is one reason we are winning 
the war. Attu, Aggatu and Kiska were 
regained very largely as a result of what 
the PBY's did to pave the way for the 
coming of our ships and land troops. The 
whole campaign out of Alaska, in fact, 
was speeded to its successful conclusion 
because the Navy’s PBY boys didn’t 
know when to quit and refused to permit 
wind, fog, ice and the hell of the Aleu- 
tians to stop them. 

In other theaters of the war the Navy’s 


PBY has done valiant service, chiefly 


in rescuing downed airmen at sea and 
in scout patrol missions. But in the 
Aleutians, they did everything that nor- 
mally would be required of our P38’s, 
our B17’s, our Hellcats, our Hell Divers, 
our B25’s and other planes designed to 
pour it on the enemy. 

Somewhere in that Valhalla reserved 
for heroes who give beyond the call of 
duty, those boys who flew the PBY’s and 
never came back, must be looking down 
today in heartfelt pride over the results 
of their sacrifices. There is a poignant 
touch to this book that you won’t forget 
easily, and you won’t forget the men 
who took these old slow pokes that were 
never meant to fight, and with them 
proceeded to help win this war.—Mar- 
SHALL R. HALL. 


And Pass the Ammunition 
by Chaplain Howard Forgy, USN—Ap- 
pleton-Century, New York City 


"Hard discipline—but a big heart", 
that’s the Navy, according to this chap- 
plain-author whose own heart of oak is 
all “Navy”, as revealed in his famous 
words shot around the world: “Praise the 
Lord and Pass the Ammunition"—the 
theme song, also, of this prose work that 
concerns a second battle of New Orleans. 
The first was the city at the close of the 
War of 1812—the second that of the 
cruiser named after it. 

Enheartening a chain of flesh and blood, 
stout human oak and iron—links of a 
living escalator lifting heavy ammuni- 
tion as it passed from shoulder to shoul- 
der and hand to hand, the heavy hun- 
dred pound, five inchers, for the cruiser 
New Orleans to do its stuff—were the 
ringing words made into a memorable re- 
frain and sung ever since the beginning 
of this war the world over. 

Exceptional by every shape of the word 
is this work of the famous naval chap- 
lain that set the country to humming. It 
all dates from the time when this lieu- 
tenant commander and author was a jun- 
ior grader, and the ammunition hoists of 
the cruiser New Orleans were under 
bombardment of the dastardly attackers 
of Pearl Harbor. 

In a trice, the man of The Book sized 
up the situation and put heart and fight 
into his men by the robust refrain he 
composed on the spur of the moment— 
words later set to music. The ammunition 
passers beneath his view, doing an heroic 
job, had to pass the heavy shells up two 
hatches to those manning guns on the 
quarterdeck, so that the valiant cruiser 
named after the Crescent City could pour 
it into the little brown demons. 

Something of this same robust spirit, 
of discipline, humor and big heartedness, 
is revealed in a flash by a single homely 
anecdote of a gunner’s mate on the 
cruiser New Orleans. As is now a matter 
of history, a Jap torpedo blew off the 


. bow and whole forward third of this ves- 


sel. After the perilous night long battle 
in which bombs burst in air midst the 


Our Navy 


rockets red glare, the New Orleans part- 
ed with her prow in heroic fashion. She 
was then forced to limp as gracefully as 
possible into Tulagi Harbor to lick her 
wounds. 

As she nosed in without a nose and 
most everything gone behind it, a voice 
from a harbor boat was raucously lifted 
with the words: “Hey—what’s happened 
to your bow?" “Termites” was the la- 
conic all-out reply of the gunner's mate 
from the after-deck ... And the chap- 
lain claims that this is one reason why 
this country is sure to win the war. 

Naval fighting or naval adventuring be- 
comes Crusading in the fullest Christian 
employment of the term as naval scenes 
and objectives are transfigured by the 
worthy chaplain fighting a Christian fight. 
Himself a pacifist at the outset, he soon 
learned. there was but one way in this 
world to defend his Faith and that was 
to fight for it—fight against the overshad- 
owing, all-pervading Menace of Hitler- 
ism towards all types of faith, hope and 
liberty. This changed his pacific attitude 
like the quietly named “Pacific” itself has 
been changed into the most two-fisted 
and fightin'est ocean in the whole wide 
world.—C. M. LITTLEJOHN. 


The Gyp Joint 


(Continued. from page 6) 


is to have a good time, to relax and to 
spend and spend. And this spending of 
theirs, together with that of some 400 
Waves, resulted in the store at the 
Center making a profit last year of 
$90,000. Of these net earnings, $50,000 
went into equipment and extensions to 
the store and other activities of the 
Ship's Service department—the laundry, 
barber shop, beauty parlor, the new 
store in Barracks E, and into increased 
stock. The balance of $40,000 was trans- 
ferred to the Welfare Fund of the sta- 
tion and paid for nightly movies which 
cost $6,800, $5,000 for station parties, 
$6,000 for safeguarding the men from 
venereal diseases, bringing the illness 
rate from this cause to a low point. 
Athletic equipment absorbed $2,500 and 
$12,000 was used to maintain the Haver- 
straw, N. Y., rest camp, which, however, 
is no longer in operation. Newspapers, 
books, and magazines for the library 
cost $2,600, the orchestra took $1,200, and 
the balance was used for miscellaneous 
activities such as printing their station 
newspaper. But that's not all. Through 
store profits transferred to the Welfare 
Fund, the Center was able to loan its 
men some $2,000 per month. The Station 
was in a position to take care of the 
financial difficulties of its men and their 
families itself, without referring them to 
Navy Relief or the Red Cross. This, of 
course, is a revolving fund and the money 
is generally paid back, but it is made 
possible only by profits from Ship's 
Service Store. The net earnings at the 
Armed Guard Center are augmented by 
the services contributed to the store and 
Service organization by some 700 Amer- 
ісап Women's Volunteer Service mem- 
bers. 

Many Ship's Service Stores in out-of- 
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the-way places are making life easier for 
Navy Personnel. At Kodiak and Adak in 
the desolate far reaches of the North 
where the Williwawa makes it a pleasure 
to be indoors, Ship's Service profits have 
brought worthwhile recreation to the 
Seabees and other Navy men stationed 
there. The four Quonset hut installa- 
tions in Navy Town were set up under 
hardships but are paying big dividends 
in contentment and comfort. A tiny 
shack which was Ship's Service at the 
Naval Air Station in Bermuda, two years 
ago, has become a nineteen-room build- 
ing, housing a $75,000 monthly business. 
Earnings made it possible a year ago to 
construct the only bowling alleys on 


brooks navy officers" uniforms 


the Island, six in number and as mod- 
ern in design as any in the States. Key 
West, Fla., is the southernmost outpost of 
Ship's Service within the continental 
limits of the U. S. As the name suggests, 
it is a “key” supply base for Naval activ- 
ity in South Atlantic waters, being lo- 
cated far from large wholesale outlets. 
In two years time it has grown to ап 
organization with eighteen separate ac- 
tivities, with two more units contem- 
plated, and is doing a volume of more 
than $100,000 per month. 

But Navy men do not have a monopoly 
on Ship's Service Stores. “At several 
Naval stations Ship's Stores have been 
set up especially for the use of Waves,” 
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* WORLD'S GREATEST LIGHTER 


Ships Service: Send your orders or write for informa- 
tion to Art Metal Works, Inc., Newark 2, N. J. 


says Capt. Mildred H. McAfee, titular 
head of the Navy’s Women’s Reserve. 
“Indeed, these stores are contributing to 
the morale of women of the Navy by 
providing them with the many conven- 
iences associated with that favorite store 
on Main Street back home.” Beauty 
salons, specialty shops, gift and novelty 
stores with a complete line of luggage, 
a uniform department, cosmetics, books, 
shirts, gloves, leather bags, hose, ties, 
handkerchiefs, toilet articles, sewing kits, 
sun glasses, lingerie and notions, and, 
of course, the usual “gedunk stand.” 
Very few Navy men know that the 
Army and Navy work together to bring 
them merchandise at low cost. At Army 
Exchange Service Headquarters, 24 West 
43rd Street, New York, there is a Navy 
Corner, a section of the AES offices, 
manned-by Naval personnel. These rep- 
resentatives of the Navy have almost 
unlimited access to AES facilities. The 
combined operations by the AES and 
its Navy Corner make all these services 
available to Ship’s Service Stores to 
whatever extent the Navy desires. Such 
Army and Navy cooperation has рге- 
cluded a necessity for the Navy’s estab- 
lishment of a tremendous duplicate or- 
ganization, and allows both services to 
enjoy the benefits that accrue. Perhaps 
one of the most dramatic evidences of the 
extent to which the AES and the Navy’s 
Ship’s Service have cooperated and bene- 
fited is the Christmas gift suggestion 
catalogue which was produced by the 
Procurement Branch of the AES. For the 


In thousands and thousands 
of G I wardrobes Varsity Underwear is 
standing up to the toughest test of quality. 
When you muster out that same Varsity 
quality will be waiting in your "Civvie" 
models of Underwear and Pajamas. 
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second year, this 32-page book was dis- 
tributed some months before the Yule 
holiday to ай Navy and Army stores 
outside the continental U. S. The cata- 
logues, with full-color pictures of flow- 
ers, candy, perfume, dolls, jewelry, etc., 
were used by both Navy and Army per- 
sonnel throughout the world last. Christ- 
mas, and they ordered by mail over 
1,500,000 presents for their loved ones. 
Of the total orders, 65% were for flowers 
and in the huge volumes of mail, there 
were less than 196 of wrong addresses. 
Another store organization doing a 
most worthwhile work is the Navy Com- 
missary which supplies merchandise to 
families of officers and enlisted men at 
prices considerably under civilian ones. 
While it does not have nearly the num- 
ber of units that do Ship's Stores and 
Ship's Service, there being only some 
forty commissaries located throughout 
the U. S. and possessions nevertheless 
they help materially in keeping living 
costs down for Navy families. Commis- 
sary stores are operated on a non-profit 
basis. Goods sold in such stores are given 


a mark-up sufficient only to cover the | 


overhead of the store. This overhead, 
however, is not the same as the over- 
head of a civilian store, covering only 
such items as equipment, light, heat and 
so forth. Although the average mark-up 
is less than 1%, it will vary from store to 
store, and always active and retired 
Navymen and their families find they 
can obtain their supplies at a consider- 
able saving. Identification cards are is- 
sued to qualifying customers and goods 
can be purchased only on presentation 
of these cards. In peacetime, with limited 
pay accounts for “white hats" the com- 
missary stores are a godsend. 

The Navy has done a good job through 
its stores to date, but it visualizes an 
even greater opportunity in the imme- 
diate future. Its Supply Officers realize 
that they are operating one of the most 
gigantic businesses of all time and that 
they must keep up to date in their pro- 
curement, storage and distribution opera- 
tions. А new type of naval school will 
take up permanent quarters in the spring 
at the Bayonne (N. J.) Supply Depot. 
It is the Institute of Practical Supply 
Operations. Established by a directive of 
the Secretary of the Navy, the school is 
a combination training unit and labora- 
tory. Facilities for 700 officers are being 
planned in the new location. Students 
are either officers in the Supply Corps, 
ranging from pay clerk to commander, or 
civilian specialists from the various Sup- 
ply Depots. They come from all over the 
world to study the newest developments 
in packaging, carloading, shiploading, 
warehousing, unit load and both the en- 
gineering and administration of materials 
. handling. 

Navy fighting ships which these trained 
officers will stock with merchandise are 
now scattered in the waters of the seven 
seas helping to bring the war—still far 
from won—to a successful conclusion. 
And Ship's Stores, Ship's Service and the 
Commissary are going full steam ahead 
to make the arduous duty of our sailors 
a little lighter—their hardships a little 
easier—their loneliness a little softer. 
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Soldier: What would you do if I kissed 
you? 

Girl: Га call my brother. 

Soldier: How old is he? 

Girl: Two years old. 


Saxophone: An ill wind that nobody 
blows good. 
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Sore, Sweaty Feet 


Don’t be tormented by your feet. Get Dr. 
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Lay Aft on the F antail 


Those Philippine Ribbons 

The Navy Department has informed us 
that permission has not been granted to 
personnel of the Navy to wear either of 
the two ribbons authorized by the Gov- 
ernment of the Philippines (Our Navy, 
first of April, 1945) for award to men of 
the Philippine and U. S. forces who 
served in the defense and liberation of 
the Philippines. Navy men may not wear 
any ribbon unless authorized to do so by 
the Bureau of Naval Personnel, and at 
this writing the Navy does not recog- 
nize any honors awarded by the Philip- 
pine Government. Unless, or until, au- 
thorization is given by the Bureau, Navy 
men may not wear either the Philippine 
Defense Ribbon or the Liberation Ribbon. 

However, under General Order No. 23, 
of February 5, 1945, the War Department 
recognized these two awards and gave 
Army personnel permission to wear them 
if they had earned them under the con- 
ditions specified by the official announce- 
ment of the Philippine Government. 


Keep Your Fingers Crossed 

It is too early yet to make any whole- 
sale accusations against the much bally- 
hooed G.I. Bill, but as time goes on it 
becomes glaringly apparent that all isn’t 
the sweetness and light with which the 
legislation was first advertised to the na- 
tion in general and the G.I. in particular. 

In this vein we’ve already editorialized 
on the discrepancies of the educational 
clauses that stand to benefit certain 
classes of veterans without regard to 
their length of service or type of service 
but which offer little or nothing to other 
veterans with long combat service. Speci- 
fically we speak of those veterans dis- 
qualified for the maximum educational 
benefits because of the age requirements, 
regardless of the fact that they may have 
years of combat service, the Purple Heart 
and the Medal of Honor—none of which 
pay off in the world of cut-throat busi- 
ness competition into which they will 
plunge after the war. And don’t kid your- 
self that that “year’s refresher or retrain- 
ing course” is proving satisfactory in 
most cases. It isn't, and couldn't be. 

In the matter of subsistence during 
periods of education we again find the 
bill inadequate. Granted that a young 
man or woman without dependents can 
attend college and live as well as most 
college students on the $50 allowance, 
the man with dependents finds that his 
allowance is just a meaningless figure 
that looks good on paper. No man can 
support a dependent or dependents — 
and himself at the same time—on 575. 
He must go to work and forfeit his sub- 
sistence, take his education nights, or 
not at all. Usually he'll be too busy earn- 
ing his living and it will be *not at all." 

We can see only one solution, one 
method of equalizing the benefits of the 
educational sections of the bil: A 
maximum sum should be allowed every 
veteran to be expended in any manner 
he chooses provided he can prove that 
he is furthering his opportunities. 
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Meet the Author 

We wrote him a letter and this is what 
he answered: 

". . . five hundred words of autobi- 
ography, the man said, 500—count 'em. 
Try as I might, I fail to see how I can 
write that many words without includ- 
ing a few “now is the time for all good 
men to come to the aid of their coun- 
Wiese. 2” 

Can you imagine a guy like Black 
Sherrod worrying over 500 words? Or 
500,000 words, for that matter? Why, the 
stuff he's been shooting in to cool our 
feverish brows as we search the slush 
pile, is as smoothly professional as any- 
thing that has come our way in recent 
months. He handles words like Crosby 
baritoning down the San Fernando Val- 
ley. Take a look at “I Like My Whiskey 
Straight," on page 8—Hollywood without 
the glamour, seen through the eyes of a 


Black Sherrod 


couple of Combat Aircrewmen with 
plenty of SoPac flying hours behind them. 
Yessir, brother, you'll like it. 

“But,” continued Sherrod in his letter, 
“T began things on a cotton farm near 
Belton, the only child of slightly dis- 
couraged parents. As an urchin I was 
probably the best argument for retroac- 
tive birth control ever brought forth. 
Nevertheless, I managed to worry 
through public schools, dabbling a bit 
in athletics (I won three letters for play- 
ing hookey). 

“Finally finished Howard Payne college 
at Brownwood, Texas, in 1941, with a 
journalism degree and a thirst for 
printer’s ink and gin, neither of which 
shows any promise of being quenched. 
Edited the paper my senior year but 
otherwise college was uneventful . . . 
except that I was a charter member of 
a widely acclaimed group, ‘The National 
Goldfish Defense League’ organized to 
combat the then currently popular col- 
legiate fad of swallowing goldfish. I 
was vice-president-in-charge-of-gold- 
fish-vice. It was a tough job—glub! 


“Then came the age-old haunting of 
newspaper offices, a task punctuated by 
occasional dungaree jobs in order to fi- 
nance three squares a day. The editor of 
the Daily Telegram, Temple, Texas, 
eventually put me to work writing sports, 
and I held that job until the first of 1942 
when a little international incident 
prompted me to look up a Navy recruit- 
ing station. I was exposed to aviation 
radio school, gunnery school and wound 
up at the gut gun of a TBF, working off 
a first line flattop, and spent 17 months 
knocking around points south. 

“Now shore-dutying back in the auld 
country at Astoria, Oregon. I am single 
with the firm conviction that it is better 
to have loved and lost... much better. 
If I have any ambition, it is to retire to 
a quiet little spot underneath the third 
table of a secluded bar, fool around writ- 
ing fiction, and live alone except for the 
butterflies in my stomach. 

"There you are... by actual count, 
only 416 words ... now is the time... .” 


In This Issue 

Hollywood missed a natural comedian 
when it failed to discover Andrew V. 
Tessitori, Slc, of the Navy Armed Guard, 
O.N.s photographer, out at the Armed 
Guard Center in Brooklyn on the hunt 
for a cover shot to illustrate the article, 
“The Gyp Joint," found Tessitori gripped 
with fear as he pursued the adventures 
of the “Shadow” and snapped his shutter 
on the scene. Tessitori then put the 
"funny" book back in the rack with the 
rest of the literature and modestly ex- 
plained that although he'd sunk three 
submarines single handed, he wasn't 
quite the hero the Shadow was. We could 
argue the point, seriously. We've come 
to the conclusion that any man in the 
Armed Guard is something of a hero. 
Tessitori is out at sea again with his 
Armed Guard crew. 

Of course it's really no “Gyp Joint" 
but in the jargon of the Navy epithets 
are always gently derisive—“Slum Burn- 
ers" “Pill Rollers" Grease Monkeys" 
etcetera, And so with the “Gyp Joint". 
The history of the Ship's Store and of 
the Ship's Service Store goes back almost 
as far as the Navy itself. Ralph Picinich, 
an able reporter and excellent researcher, 
has dug into that history and carried it 
up to the presentò 

On page 12, Commander Clifford L. 
Alderman, former editor of Our Navy, 
and now Commanding Officer of a V-12 
unit, has some very important things to 
say on that important subject, commis- 
sions for enlisted personnel. “Gentlemen 
of Liberal Education" should be read 
especially by all those younger men in 
service who have ambitions for a com- 
mission in the post war Navy. 


On the Horizon - 

Vernon H. Grundman has done a swell 

job in writing the story of the PCs. It 

will appear in the May-First issue. “It’s 

Rugged," is a descriptive piece that no 
reader is going to easily put down. 
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One of the Navu's cherished, 
traditione 15 that the January Ist. 
entry in the Log shall be in verse. 
So on that day, many an officer 
tacks his brain and prays for 
the Muse to burn. 


In this connection, it 15 most 
interesting to read. Lieutenant 
H.5.Hamlin dnr'e entry in the Log 
of the heavy cruiser HOUSTON, 
lost in the Battle of the Java Sea, 
on the night of February 154.1942. 


UNITED STATES SHIP HOUSTON 
'THURSDAY 1 JANUARY 1942 


REMARKS 


Steaming on tive course one zero eight 
Enroute Port Darwin to Tomes Strait 
The standard compass reads one two three 
ee W N (the degavssing increases the error you see). 
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— um WI For fifteen knots, which is standard speed. 
To keep from sinking (and thats no joke) 


From an 


і Rad Material is in condition “Yoke.” 
y Photograph e guns in condition of readiness Two, 


Are waiting to sink any ship named Maru. 
While all is as dark as the ace of spades, 
As a means of protection fiom enemy raids. 


. Ң.5. Hamlin Jnr. 
Signed Lieut (1%) U.5.Navu 
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During World War I, four 


Navy nurses were award- 
ed the Navy Cross. 


e COCK- PITS г 


The cock-pite of boats were na- 
med for the little boarded- off aren- 
ав in which game birds were alt 
layed against each other in the 
sport of cock-fighting, . 
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AIL ° 


Old Navy term, meaning the sail was 
stowed ship-shape and. Bristol faeh- 
ion; Smoothly ; without wrinkles. 
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The Skipper and the Boot 


BY JACK WATSON 


Perpetuated by B. G. Nelson 


THE ENGINEER REPORTS THAT DUE 
TO THE DAMAGE 


30 MINUTES. FOR REPAIRS. 7z 
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ITS SURE TAKING THE 
BOOT A LONG TIME TO 
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eee CAUSED BY THAT / 
T HIT, THE SHIP WILL BE DEAD 


IN THE WATER FOR APPROXIMATELY 


FIND OUT THE NAME OF THAT TAP 
SHIP ON OUR PORT BOW. AND LET 
ME KNOW IMMEDIATELY, 


5 
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| HAD TO CHASE HER DOWN 
200 FATHOMS, BUT t GOT 
HER NAME SHE WAS THE 
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So glad to 


.or today's 


Down where springtime is on the 
way...and on up north from there 


... sentimental is the word for them 


all. Miss America, G. I. Joe, Mom 
and Dad, you and the folks next 
door just naturally want to make 
friends. When you meet up with 
someone whom you are glad to see, 
try the greeting Have a Coke. When 


you invite people to share the pause 


see you... Have a Coca-Cola 


friendships help make the future 


that refresbes with ice-cold Coca-Cola, 
they know that you have your hand 


out and your heart open. Next time 


да 


REG U. S. 


you meet, they will want to be the 


first to say Have a Coke. 


* * * 


Our fighting men meet up with Coca-Cola 


many places overseas, where it’s bottled on 


It’s natural for popular names to acquire 


friendly abbreviations. That’s why 


the spot. Coca-Cola has been a globe-trotter 
you hear Coca-Cola called “Coke”. 


“since way back when” 
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JOAN McCRACKEN 
DANCING COMEDIENNE OF “BLOOMER GIRL” 
NEW YORK'S MUSICAL HIT 


Food laste from every ANGLE 
PLUS REAL MILDNESS AND A COOLER SMOKE 


ENJOY ALL THE. BENEFITS.-OF 
CHESTERFIELD’S RIGHT COMBINATION 
WORLD'S BEST TOBACCOS 
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